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ſhewing my ſelf One of thoſe, whom your ge- 
nerous Protection of the Muſes, and your pub-— 

lic Benefits to the Common- wealth of Letters have taught 
an Eſteem for you, that no Time can wear out: yet, my 
Lord, I ſhou:d not dare to do this by an Offring that had 
not had the good Fortune to be generally approv'd. Not 
that I think this Poem, realy the more valuable for its 
Succeſs with the Town, for that has laviſh'd its Favoured 


on the Meaneſt and moſt Scandalous: E ntertainments; tlie f 


molt tawdry Miſtreſs; and what a Man pe Senſe wou d. 
ſicken at, has given it the moſt _ ng Pleaſure. ! 
So that if 1 cou'd bur perſwade. my ſelf ** the fa- 
vourable dt on, ſome Gentlemen of Fo beſt Senſe. 
eas d to ſay they have of this Tragedy) it | 


have been 
wou' 


— 


pi ealcal 6.. 
wWoud be as much as I cou d do, not to be mortify'd 
JJ co 
Iii the Opinion of the few Knowing only, that f 
fear, and that I covet; and ſhou'd hardly venture thus 
before your Lordſhip, one of the moſt allow'd of that 
Number, were not your Good Nature, as delicate, as 
your Taft, who have the Addreſs to prevent our Bluſhes 
and make us in love with the Judge while he condemns 
us; and (what very ſeldoms happens) ſend the vaineſt 
Man alive away pleas d, and humbFd. Thus, my Lord, 
however I ſucceed in your Opinion, I'm ſure not to 
have the Pain of the Unhappy. | | 
A s the Applauſe of the greater Part of the Town did 
not cxalt me, ſo the Diſtaſt of ſome of the Critic's gave 
me no Pain; like little People in a Croud they are forc'd 
- to be angry to be taken Notice of. But werethcir Cen- 
ſure more obſcrv'd I ſhou'd have the Comfort to con- 
ſider, that the moſt Excellent have nor eſcap'd, and all 
the Smiling Siſters have been too feeble to defend them. 
Of which a late Author, has given us an Inſtance, and 
pleaſantly enough made Poetry an Imputation to our 
Miniſtry, which the moſt able States- men, that ever Hu- 
rope ſaw, were Proud of protecting. And however ſome 
may be impos d on by a Horid Shew of Reading, a Man 
muſt be very little acquainted with hiſtory, or a very ill 
Friend to Truth, that ſhall lay that as a Blemiſh on ours, 
which was the Glory of the Court of Auguſtus; Whoſe 
Miniſters were not more proud of ſerving their Maſter 
in enlarging the Bounds of the Reman Empire, than of their 
Friendſhip, and Familiarity with Virgil and Horace. And fo 
great a Politian as the late Cardinal Richelieu is known 
to have been while he was forming his Deſigns of the 
Univerſal 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 1 
Univerſal Monarchy of France, ſhow'd his public Cate of 
Poetry, and directed the Pen of Corneille. But thoſe,” 
that have been poſſeſt may well enough think it a Diſ- 

eaſe to be inſpir d. Yet Gratitude for no inconſiderable 
Benefits, from the Profeſſing this Art, ſhou'd at leaſt (one 
wou'd think ) engage a tavourable word from thoſe 
that enjoy them. | | 
But, my Lord, I ſhou'd ask your Lordſhips pardon for 
aſſuming a Defence of what your Good ſenſe has made 
you ſo openly, on all Occaſions, protect. Yes my Lord, 
you were too good a Poet and Scholar, as well as too 
juſt a Stateſman, and Patriot to neglect thoſe Arts, that 
have been in all Nations, and all times (but thoſe of 
Anarchy, and Confuſion ) thought the Ornament of the 
moſt flouriſhing, and pow'rtul Empires and Common- 
wealths. None but Emperics in Policy, indeed, and 
little Intruders into State Affairs, men of Souls too 
Mechanic and narrow to be capablc of comprehending 
the true Maxims of Government, cou'd ever ( out of 
a principle of falſe Frugality ) endeavour to Se- 
ſaperate this Care of the Politer Arts from the Du- 
ty of a Stateſman or Patriot, for its a certain ſign, that 
they know but little of the real Springs and Cauſes of 
Action, and the ſecret Movents of the People, and what 
Influence the Pen has on them. 
The cauſeleſs Injury done the moſt generous of Art 
wou'd not ſuffer me to ſay leſs, nor will the Reſpect I 
owe your Lordſhip permit me to ſay more, on this Sub- 
ject, in a Place, where I might, with ſo much Satisfacti- 
on to the Judicious Part of the World, as well as to 
my ſelt, employ my Thoughts on your Lordſhips Me- 
rits both in your Public, and private Capacity, as the 
| a x Stateſman , 
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| The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Stateſman, and fine Gentleman ; asto the Solidity of your 
Judgment, and the Largneſs of your Soul; the Vivacity 
of your Apprchenſion, the Sprightlineſs of your Con- 
verſation, and the Agrecableneſs of your Temper. But 
theſe are Conſiderations, my Lord, with which, as the 
World is already perfectly acquainted, ſo the Recital of 
them is not ſo pleaſing to your Lordſhip, as to all your 
Friends. For ſo it generaly happens, thoſe for the moſt 
part covet to be told of their Merit, who have none, 
and thoſe, whoſe Merit is evident are uncaſie when they 
are forc'd to hear it ſpoke of. 1 
Wherefore that Imay not ſeem fonder of Sacrificing 
to my own Satisfaction, than your Lordſhips, I ſhall com- 
mit to ſilence, or at leaſt to an other occaſion all that! 
| have ſo great a deſire to expreſs, except that] am 


My Lord, 
Your Lordſhip's 
Moſt Humble and 4 


L 


N NM. Obedient Servant. 
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' PREFACE. 


I Shou d not trouble the —_— with this Preface ( for that is often to excuſe one 


Impertinence with another ut that I bave been ſo long forc'd to bear the falſe 

Judgments of our Pleudo Critics on the beſt of Dramatic Poets, that I con d not 
loſe this opportunity of offering ſome few Reaſons in Vindication of my MAST ER, for ſo 
Mr. OTWAY muſt be own'd by all that have any Taft of Tragedy. 

His Excellence in the moſt important Parts of this Poem, is too evident to leave any 
room for Cavil, and therefore the Envy of Bad Writers, and Vanity of worſe Critics 
are fond of catching hold of that, which they believe more queſtionable in him, and what 
they may, with 4 greater plauſibility condemn ;, I mean his Stile or Language; Which, 
becauſe not ſo —_ and ſwell d, as that of ſome other Tragic Writers, they can 
by no means reliſh, 

1 Theſe Gentlemen ( I know not on what reaſonable grounds) declare for a Pomp and Uni- 
formity of Stile which the Judicious of all Ages cou'd never endure, They have ne 
regard to the diſtinction either of Character or * and if they have but ſoun- 
ding Epithets enow, they cannot ſee that they make the paſſion Languiſh, which no- 
thing can render lively, and touching but a true, eaſy, and nutural Expreſſion. And 
they ſcarce allow a Tragic Writer a Poet, that does not every where diſcover 4 
Pride and Ambition of Language, condemning all Stile as cold and poor, that 
glitters not with a gaudy Equi page of Epithets, Grief, Love, Rage, Anger and De- 
ipair they would have expreſs'd in the ſame manner, how oppoſite ſocver they aye in 
their Nature and Effects. | 


But if we turn our Eye to Horace, we ſhall find him of a very different 


. 
3} Opimon. 
: Et Tragicus plerum que dolet ſermone pedeſtri. 
Type Paſſion of Grief muſt, by 4 Tragic Poet be expreſc d in the moſt plain and vul- 
gar dreſs imaginable, as is a little after more fully expreſi d. | 


, Ad humum mcerore gravi deducit, &c, 
And TELEPHUS & PELEUS cum pauper, & exul uterque 
6 Projicit Ampullas, & ſeſquipedalia verba, : 
N Si curat cor. Spectantis tetigiſſe querela. 
+ If therefore a Tragic Poet wou'd touch the heart of the hearer with his com 


plaints, he muſt diveſt his unfortunate Characters of that magnificent Stile, ſome of aur 
modern N. are — receiv d for; in which Grief, and the Diſtreſs d declaim in 
all the Luxury and Wantonne(s of Expreſſion, the Authors are maſters of, But te 
give yet another Quotation from Horace oz this point,s | 


4 2 —Triſtis 


The Preface. 

„ 

ultum verba decent; iratum plena minarum, 
Ludentem laſciva, ſeverum ſeria dictu. 
Format enim natura prius nos intus ad omnem 
Fortunarum habitum: Juvat, aut impellit ad iram, 
Aut ad humum Mœrore gravi deducit, & angit 
Poſt effert aninũ motus interprete Lingua. 
Thus Horace plainly expreſſes that it is his Opinion, and that grounded on Nature, 


that the Language of every Paſſion ſhoud anſwer, and expreſs the Nature of that 

Paſſion, and he declares 2 — that ſins 5 this 9 * but 
er, Fo | 

di Dicentis erint fortunis abſona dicta 

| Romani tollent equites, pediteſque cachinum. 

Hence Boileau borrow'd his Obſervation, that the Poet ought, if he wou d gain a Uni- 
verſal and laſtirg Applauſe, perpetually to vary his Stile. 

Volez vous du Public meriter les Amours ? 
Sans ceſſe en ecrivan variez vos Diſcourſe, &c. 

I'm affraid if we ſhou d examine nicely ſome of our Celebrated Plays, by this Rule, 
that is by Truth, and Reaſon, they wou'd retain but little of that falſe Advantage, 
they have uſurp d from the Ignorance of the Audience; and then Im ſure OTWAY 
woru'd appear maſter of all the Excellence of Language, that is neceſſary to a perfett 
Tragedy. The good effect of which wowd be, that our Writers wou'd with more Judg- 
ment apply themſelves to Duties of greater Conſequence, and more immediately, as well 
#5 more ſolidly conducive to the chief end 7 Tragedy, which is the moving Terror and 
Compaſſion : They wou d endeavour to avoid the — abſurdities of their Plots, and 


the — of their Conduct; they won d look into Man and ſtudy the motions of 


the Soul, and the nature of the Paſſions * in ſhort they won d rather aim at the excel- 
lence of a Poet, than that of a Pedant. 7 

1 wou d not be underſtood as if Language were no part of a Poets duty, for that is 
extreamly diſtant from my Words and Intention, All I aim at is, that we do not take 
Noiſe and Sound for Propriety and Nature, which ought always to be the Poets 
Care, and which I dare affirms is generally obſerv/d by My, Otway. 

But to paſs from the Defence of a Poer, that may not perhap; ſtand in need of any 
Advocate, to my ſelf, who may want all, that I can ſay to Fuſtify this Poem to the Cri- 
tics, notwithſtunding the Indulgence of the Town in its public and favorable Reception. 

Mallem convivis quam placuiſſe cocis. 
Has been often Quoted by ſuccej:ful Forts, tho” to pleaſe d true Artiſt is the moſt 


certain way to pleaje the Gueſts. 


Bur I muſt confeſs to ſiudy the Palate of ſome, who aſſume the Name, or Office of a 
Critic is almoſt a. certain way to Damnation, with this diſadvantage, that you are 
ſure not to pleaſe even them, For 'tis not enough nicely to have obſervd the Condutt, 


and Beauties of the ancient Poets, according to the Rules drawn from them by Ariito- 
| tle, ad Horace, nnleſs you do it after their way; which is, for the moſt part, erroneous. 


For they, forming their Ideas of the Drama, not from the World but Books, not from ex- 
perience and the ſtudy of Men, but mere Speculation, run wildly after their own 
falſe Imaginations and at beſt do with Men on the Stage; as prepoſterouſly, as the Stoics 
did with them in the Schools; who diſſatisfy'd, with the work of Heav'n, fram'd Mon- 
ſters of their ann without Paſſions, or Senſt lity; while theſe Critics wou'd give, the 
Drama, Heroes with ſuch Paſſions as mankind never had 

Pointed Wit, fine, round, well tur d Periods, common Place ſentences ;, calm Phi- 


Wophical. refiettions, and the like, are what they have allow'd in the height of _— 
ent 


— 
* 


| FE The Preface. | mung 
violent Paſſions, and this drew the following cenſure of an excellent Judge on ſome. of 


the 
And who can chooſe but Pity, 
A dying Hero miſerably Wity, 
22 * occaſion of the trueſt, as well as moſt entertaining Critic on that Stage, the- 
Rehearſal. ; | 

Theſe abſur'd Decorations may perhaps often pleaſe the vitiated Fancy, but can never 
touch the Heart, which is onl —— with the natural ſentiments of the Paſſians, 
which are the chief, if not pot uſeneſs of a Tragic Mriter. Love, r | 
Anger, Joy, Deſire, Revenge, Fealouſy, &c. are what he ought to Study, he to 
inſtruc? and delight by the Paſſions only. *Tis true every Man cannot ſucceed in 
every Paſſion ;, ſome that touch thoſe that are the more manly with energy and force enough, 
are awkerd and calm in the more tender. Shakeſpear that drew Othello ſo finely, has 
made but a [curvy Piece of Deſdemonaz an Otway alone ſeem'd to promiſe a Ma- 
fter in every kind. Moſt of our other Author loſt themſelves in Romance, and follon'd the 
French Writers into a World nothing akin do humane kind. Like them they have bad 
no Regard to the Manners of either the Perſon, or the Climate; for wherever the Scene was, 
in Rome, or Madrid, i» Afric, or the Indies the Perſons, and Manners (if there were 
any mark'd) were all Engliſh. 

To avoid this Sin againſt the Manners, I have choſe Perſons of our own Clime, Na- 
tives of the ſame Country, we now inhabit, and who therefore cou d differ from us n- 
ly in things, that depend meerly on Cuſtomes and Religion. To ow Aborigines it is, 
I have given the boaſted Alceſtis of the Greeks in the Perſon of Guinoenda (tho 
their own Guinliana won d have furniſh'd me with as noble a Character) mingl i with 
the chaſt Helena, and unfortunate Andromache of the divine Euripides, for from thoſe 
three Pliys of that Poet, I have borrow'd moſt of the incidents, and many of the ſen- 
timents; that is as far as the difference of the Cuſtomes and Climates wou d permit. 
= Fable therefore is partly Fiction, and partly built on the $:h Book of Cates ; 

OMment aries, 

It was the cuſtom of the Ancient Poets of Greece (the Mother of the Drama, as well as 
of all other = Learning) to Celebrate their own Conntry ;, nor is there a Hl of Eari- 
pidies, Sophocles, or Æſchylus, thar docs not in its deſign, or in ſome ſcatter'd Sentence 
praiſe either Greece in general, or Athens in particular, And this was ſo confirm'd a 
cuſlom, that Euripides in one of his 1ragedies lays a mark of bifany on him, that 
praiſes the Manners of 8 Count y, as if ev'n in that he had betray'd his own. 

The Oedipus Coloneus of Sophocles, and the Suppl.ant- of Euripides are directed im- 
mediately to the glory, and praſe of Athens, 4s te Jon 15s to illuſtrate the Origin of 
the Attic People deriving them from Apollo himſelf. 

Our Poets on the contrary hat e, I know not why, bent their Thoughts, and proftituted their 
L. ventions to give every Country Heroes but their own, as if V;rtue were not of Engl.ſh + 
Growth, And from this Fault in the choice our Poets, make of Fore.gn Heroes, they | 
derive that general offence againſt the Manners, of which tov many of our Authors are 
guilty, while they confound ours with thoſe of the moſt D.|tunt und afferent Ch mate. 
This the ancient Poets not only avoided by Domeitic t ables but had this farther advan- © 
tage from it, that the Manners of their Dr.um.utic Per,on; being toe ſame, with thoſe f 
the Aldi ente, their Exanples were mo e moving nd inſtructive, as is evidem fra a 
modern Example of our own, in tue Earl of Eſſex- 

I ave been too tedious already to un tt on. Criticiſm on my m hole Per formamce; 1 
ſhall only add that I have jollow'd tize Altients, as near, as Iod to bring tuem io .t 
Var.ety our Ad. ente requret, anc. 1 Hope I have reconcii'd in jome Meajure their KRegu- 


larity with our Variety, in all but Place, nor c un in that have I exceeded the Lm of + 
| on. 
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* le L FETACE. | 
one Temple and the ſacred Grove before it. The Poet, that wou'd pleaſe muſt Study his Au- 
dience, as well as the Rules, and he that will not conſider the difference of Ours from that 
f Athens or Paris, may pleaſe himſelf, but never the public. The Genius of people differ 

and that muſt be thoroughly underſtood by the Poet. The Greeks, and the — e- 
ing both a T alkitive 4 lov'd long Speeches ( tho the long harangues of Euripides, are 
far r being of a Piece with thoſe of Corneille and Racine) the Athenians beſides were 
ud to be entertain d with the Public Speeches of their Orators, and thoſe made way for 
the Orations of the Stage. They were pleas'd to hear all, that cou d be ſaid of each ſide : for 


they that cou d with Attention hear their Readers, might with Pleaſure hear the ſame ſer off 


and diviverfy'd with the moſt ſurprizing Incidents and Paſſions of human Nature, 

I muſt before I conclude indeavour to anſwer an Ohjection made by ſome very ingenious 
Gentlemen againſt the Death of Guinoenda, in which, tho I follow'd more my Friends Judg- 
ment, than my own, having in my firſt Draught deſigns the Contrary, yet I muſt offer 
theſe conſiderations inits defence; which are that Ariſtotle (the Father of Critic's ) in his 
Poetics tells us, that the Poet is not confind to that which we call Poetic 
Tuſtce, his chief Aim and Duty being to move Teror, and pity, But yet to avoid this 
Cenſure I have borrow'd a Juſtification of her Suffering from our receiv'd Notion of 
the Childrens being puniſh'd for the Parents offences, and knowing no Crime more capa- 

ble of Fuſtifying that providential Puniſhment, than Tyranny, I have ſuppoſed her Father 

a Tyrant, and he and his Family unfortunate on that very account, Beſides foreſeeing 
this Objettion, 1 at the end of the Third Act, took care to let her Love transport her to fly 
to the Refuge of a Falſhood, and that impos'd on Religion, which to make uſe of on any 
Account, in that manner may be a ſufficient Offence, to Juſtiſie her puniſhment: 
And tho ſuch an 7 againſt Religion has not perhaps of late been ſo ſeverely puniſh'd 
on the Stage, yet I hope, that will be no argument why it ſhou d not. 

I muſt own my obligation to Mr. Betterton in ſeveral hints he gave me in the Fable, 
and I miſt 8 my ſelf no leſs oblig d to Mrs. Bracegirdle for her admirable 
— * the Repreſentation. I have indeed been aſſur d that the whole was very well 

j or 5 

. Printer having a Copy, where the Names of Guinoenda, and Morganius were 
not alter d to Alboina and Pelagins, as undd on the Stage, too much was printed off be- 
fore I reflected on the Miſtake, to alter it. 


* * 
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The Prologue. 


Written by a Friend, and ſoke by Mr. Betterton. 


HE Town, and Forim ne are too well agreed; 
With them the Iinpudent alone ſucceed ;, 

The forward puſbis g Spark in Plenty lives, 

By Farce he fattens, and by Nonſenſe Thrives 

While thoſe nhom Fattion, nor Cabal (upport 


May ſtarve by Senſe, and thank their Tudgment for't.. 
Your common Road, we begg you"l leave to Night 


And in your conſtant C 7 once deviate into Right, 


A modeſt Poet is a Thing js rare. 

Ty? unfaſhionable Foo! you ſtill ſbou d ſpare. 
A moral ſtory, he with Pains, has wrought | 
With/ Care corrected, aud improv'd by Thought, | 
And giv'n you, what you ſeldom ſee, a Plot, 

So ill our Poets have the Patriot ſhown 


| That they have ſung all Countries but their own, 


Old and new Greece, France, Italy, and Spain; 
Nay diſtant China, and remote Japan. 

In footy Afric too, they've Hero's found; * 
Afric for other Monſters ſtill renown'd | 
Our Bards, with Heroes too have - made abound. 

Each barbarous Corner of the Earth they ve ſought 
And fron each barbarous Corner Heroes brought. 
From India tawny Braves, and Blacks from Guinny; 
Secure with forraign Baubles ſtill to Win ye. 

Our Vent'rous Poet makes a bold Eſſay F, 
To ſhow Domeſtic Virtue here to day, C 
Ana dram a generous Nation in 4 Play, 

The Minor-Wits whoſe Malice never fails 

May damn his Play becauſe he ſings of W ales. 

The World of old has of her Heroes rung 

Nor ſhou d hu flight the Race from whence you ſprang. 
F.r Virtue ſure we need not flie to Rome, 

Or Greece for Rexuty, who have mo e it home, 

Theſe Ulorious I heams ſhou'd be our Poets Care, 4 


Taou'd warm tie Gallant more, and move the Fair 
If viewing ours they found your Pictures there. - 


- _ 
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D Heſus, Xing of Wales. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Mr. Betterton. 


Tyrelius his Son, a youth of twelve | 
or 2 ears of A e. 8 $ Mrs. Porter. 
Morganius, 5 Princes f the blood, and Fa- I Mr. Pack. 
Vaunutius, & wvoarites to Rheſus. M,. Bayly, 
The King of Bayonne or the Precianian Gaul. My, Booth. 
Dumnacus Kim of the Andes ix Gaul, but 2 Mr. Hodeſon 
driven out of his Country by the Romans. 5 **”* Fodglon. 


The ſupream Druid, Unkle to the Ring of 8217 1 


Bayonne. 


Guinoenda, Queen of Wal caſt away | f 


Manſelia, her Daug ht ine or . 3 
* er Daughter of nine or en years? Mie Wills. 


Voelia, 4 Cambrian Lady, Attendant — 


* X 
e Queen of Bayonne, Daughter to Dum- 
* Ar, Barry. 


Guards, Druids, Prieſteſſes. 


Scene, Bayonne. 
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| Love's Victim: 


OR, 


The Queen of Wales. 


ACT L SCENE LT 


The Inſide of a Magnificent Temple the whole Extent of 
the Stage: at the farther En of which a ſtately Altar, 
o it the Statue of Mercury: beneath that, a Couch. 
The Cartain * with terrible Claps of Thunder, and Gui- 
noenda is diſcover'd ſitting in a melancholly Poſture, and 
on each ſide Prieſteſſes comforting her; on the Front of the 
Stage Dumnacus, and 4 Druid. 


Din. Ome, come, no more I ſay, it is not fit (make 
That you, whom Learning, Years and Wiſdom 
The Deity almoſt of Bayonne, nay of Gaul, 
: A Shou'd be a Novice {till ; at the proud Beck 
Ot others, far leſs worthy than your ſelf. 
Subjection is a Burthen at the beſt, : 
Ev'n to one Nohler, Greater, than ones ſelf : 
But to the Draff of Men, to doating Folly, 
Is what a Man of Spirit ne're will bear. 
Druid. O Dumnacus! O Majeſty of Andes ! 
You know, that our ſupream Druid 
Is Uncle to the King, your Sonin Law. 
Dumn. True; and I know farther, 
That when they fear'd thy Merit - th* Election, 


Wou'd 
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Wou'd bear it from all Candidates; they baſely 
Scatter'd their Bribes, urg'd the King's Will, and ſo 
Depriv'd thee of thy Right, Supream Command 
In things Divine; the Empire of our Souls. 
Druid. What can I do, but ſilently ſubmit 
To wrongs, I've not the power to Revenge? 
Dum. Oh! you miſtake you have it in your pow'r, 
The King by fooliſh pride of Empire blind ; 
Firſt Injures, and then truſts you with the means 
To puuiſt his Injuſtice. 
Druid. Speak the way, 
And by yon Altar, nay by its auful God 
I will this moment catch the bright occaſion, 
And venture all to do it. 
Dum. Spoke like your ſelf ; 
Thou know'ſt, O! Druid! that I've been a King 
Oh! Hell ! to think I've been, but am no more 
King of the Andes, and the Romans Terrour, 
The choſen Head of all confederate Gaul. 
Druid. To me you ſtill ſhall be a King. 
Dum. Oh! no! 
Fortune has choſe another Darling now; 
For Julius Cæſar drives me from my Throne, 
And with unweary'd malice hunts my Life. 
Hither I fled to ſhelter me from Fortune ; 
For Bayonne, this ſmall petty Kingdom's all, 
Of wretched Gaul, that now remains Unconquer'd : 
And here I hop'd, becauſe my Daughter's Queen, 
might be ſafe from all the Bolts of Fortune. 
But mark, O Druid! mark th' Ingrateful King; 
Who, when he fought beneath my Banner, ſu'd, 
Beg'd, and Implor d my Daughter for his Wife; 
Now flights, contemns, and throws her Beauties from him, 
As a loath'd food of which he Fd ta'ne a ſurfeit. 
Druid. I know the Cauſe the Queen of Cambria 
Sec yonder, where ſhe fits all drown'd in Tears : 
Dum. On! that thoſe Tears, were Blood! yes for that Vagrant 
That curſed Woman ! | 
The faithleſs King devotes us all to Ruin! 
But yet, my Druid, Fate points out a way 
To make us happy ; nay to make thee happy. 
Dru. Impoſſible! for I can n&re be happy 
Whilſt on another's Brow I Sce the Wreaths, 
The ſacred Miſletoe, and not on mine. 
Dum. To that I come our Woes and Happineſs 
are cloſely joyn'd, inſeperably cloſe. 


Know 
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Know then, — the People by Opreſſion rous'd, 
And touch'd with mine, and with my Daughter's Sufferings 
Arm all this Morning, to depoſe the King, 
Who haſtens home from his Victorious Army; 
Proud of the triffing Spoils h* has won from Kone, 
Wich a thin Guard, impatient to this Temple, 
To ſee his Minion, fled for Refuge hither. 
The Draid to his Uncle, who protects her, 
Is now gone out to meet him. 

D-u, I know it well; 
For ia the dark I left his ſervile Band 
10 meet you here, according to your Summons. 

Dum. To you the fooliſh King confides her Children: 
Deliver them to us, and your Reward. ; 
Is the bright Dignity you only merit, 

You pu:iſh thus the King; oblige the Queen, 
Who ſoon will be Diſpoſer of the Fate 
Of Bayonne. f 

Dru. Ha! Sir What? betray my Truſt? 

Dim. The fooliſh Truſt of thy inveterate Foc. 

Dru. What in the Sight of Hermes? Gaul's great God? 

Cum, That God to whom Chief Druid thou ſhalt be, 
A he's the Chief of all the Gods to Gaul. 1 25 

Dx. Does not this horrid Night forbid this Guilt ? 

Dum. Art thou, whoſe Function conſecrates the Night 
To Vows, and Sacrifice, affraid of Darkneſs ? 

Dry. The Terrors of this Night make Nature ſtart 
As 'twere a Warning to its Diſſolution. 

A Fiery Deluge over- flows the Skie, 

And every Horrid Burſt of Thunder ſhakes 

7 he firm Foundation of this ſacred Dome. 

A Pile erected by the Gods themſelves, 

And Hermes trembles at the dreadful Shock. 
The holy Tapers wink, while Floods of Fire 
Roll thro the Tes a rapid, blaſting Light: 
Then, in a dusky Gloom, all's loſt again. | 

Dum. A Common fit of Sickneſs in the Elements, 
Natural, as Snow, or Froſts in Winter ſeaſons. 

Druid, Oh! as I coaſted the inſulted ſhoar, 

A thouſand hideous Portents croſs'd the road. 
Fantaſtic Armies here, as routed fled, 

And from the beetling Clifts plung'd in the Flood; 
Their riſing Billows overlook'd the Shoar, 

And held th' impending Deluge in the Air, 

Till, with a diſmal Roar they bounded back, 
As *twere to take a yet more fierce Career, 

Yet ſtill unable to o'relcap the Fence, 
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Foaming, and furious at the fatal Check, 
They daſh'd a Ship to pieces on the Rocks ; 
I heard the horrid Craſh, and then the Cries, 
And lamentable Groans of drowning Men. 
Dum. Dreams, Dreams, of Fear, come come, they kill your hopes 
The King comes home, on all the Wings of Love, 
And then takes from you the dear Means of Vengeance 
And of thy Purple Grandeur. 
Dru. Ha ! That thought ſtill fires, and alarms my Soul! 
Come with me itrait; they're yours, | 
Since ther's no other Way to all my Hopes! 
Yet I con'd wiſh th' Hibernian King, whole Love 
Surpriz'd, and forc'd her from the Cambrian Coaſt 
Had bore her far from hence, for then 
I had been wretched, but I'd not been guilty. LExennt omibo, 


Guinoenda riſes and comes forward, 


1. Prieſt. Learn, learn the Lot of mortal State, Misfortunes, 
In fatal Circles, roll about the World; | 
Now fall on theſe, then bound to other Heads, 

Encompaſs'd with the gaudy Round of Pow'r, 
And daſh their brittle Happineſs to picces. 
Guin. I, I, alas! ama ſad Proof of that! 
O! Guinoenda | Wretched without equal! 
Alas! you know not what it is I've lolt ? 
I've loſt Ah! what indeed have I not loſt / 
My, Crown, my Country, Children, and my King. 

2. Prieſt. Let not your preſent Fortune thus oppreſs you, i 

Guin. Lately, how lately!“ all Men, hail'd me Happy! 4 
Queen of the nobleſt Nation of the World; | 1 
Wife to the greateſt Hero of that Nation; 7 
And Mother to a Race of Demi- Gods! f 
O! Cambria Cambria! wou'd you ſee your Queen? 
O! Rheſus) Rheſus | wou'd you ſee your Wife? 
Behold her now a wretched Slave in Bayonne ! 
Her Happineſs, all vaniſh'd like a Dream | 
Behold her now, to whom no Wretch e're ſought 
For help in vain, ſeeking in vain Relief 
Againſt th' Aſſaults of Hate, and lawleſs Love 5 
Bchold her now alas! no more a Queen! 4 
Eur a depending Prey to hopes, and Fears ! | 
Ah! no——to wild Deſpair, for hopes I've none! 

1. Pricit. Be comforted nor thro oft iricudly Hope, 
Since from the greateſt Woe, the greateſt Joy may riſe ; 

Guir, There is no Joy, no Joy alas! for me! 

The King, when preſent haunts me with his Love, 


1 


1 


His odious Love. And in his abſence the miſtaken Queen 
Purſues] we with her Hate. 
This is my fad variety of Woe! 
Now he returns, with Conqueſt o'r his Foes. 
That Fear remov'd, he Impiouſly may ſlight 
The holy Terrors of this Sanctuary. 
2. Prieſt. Your Fears ſtill form your Dangers much to great. 
Guin. Oh! that I'd periſh'd in that diſmal Storm, 
That drove me Shipwrack'd on this fatal Coaſt ! 
Why was I ſav'd to ruin my Preſerver ! 
The Queen, that took me, with m' expiring Children, 
From out the Waves, by me alas! is ruin'd ! 
O! racking thought! ev'n but to ſeem ingrateful ! 
Oh ! Agony of Soul ! 
1. Prieſt, Why ſhou'd you thus againſt your ſelf make War? 
For what you did not, what you cannot help? 
The King 'tis true purſues you with his Love, 
and for your ſake deſerts the hapleſs Queen; 
You ſooth not his Deſires: Nor can You help it. 
2. Prieſt. Why are you here? within theſe ſacred Walls? 
But to avoid his Love? Why have you choſe 
That bleak hard Lodging ne're the Holy Altar? 
But that you might not by the lawleſs King 
Be forc'd to injure her, that once preſerv'd you? 
What can you more to ſatisfie your Virtue ? 
Or to prevent th' unhappy Queens Misfortune ? 
Guin, Yet ſhe purſues mine, aud my Childrens Lives: 
And has this Night, with furious Threats, twice ſummon'd 


Me to leave this Temple. 
1. Prieſt. Let her rage on, ſhe cannot reach you here ; 


And hence our Druid charges, that you ſtir not 
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Till he arrive: and he will ſoon be here. 

Grin. That is ſome Comfort: for I fain wou'd Live 
To ſee theſe dear Remaias of all my little Tribe 
Safe in their Fathers Arms; in his protecting Arms. 


ves I wou'd fain, — but oh! that wo'not be !— 


The cruel fates deny me that, fain I wou'd 


Behold my Rheſzz ere I die. L She weeps. . 


1. Prieſt. Talk not dying; the Gods will only trie you. 
Guin. Yes, yes ye Matrons I muſt die; I feel 

A ſad foreboding in my Soul, that ſays 

Thy fate O! Guineenda! now approaches 

[ feel, I feel the angry hand of Heav'n ! 

My guilty Fathers Puniſhments reach me! 

They ſhake with horror all my trembling Frame. 


. Tries, What fears tormented fancy can awake 8 


INS 
Guin. O! Princes! learn to be your Peoples Fathers! 
Let not Ambition make you flight the IGS 
For ſuch the Gods purſue with large Deſtru®ion; 
Sweep from the Earth their whole unhappy Race! 
The guilcleſs, with the guilty fall, in one fad Ruin. 
2. Prieft, Whither her fears, and Miſeries tranſport her? 


Gum, Yet O] ye Gods ! if I mull ſhare che Fate UL breets, 


Of my unhappy houſe, 

lf my Innocence aud virtue can't appeaſe you, 
Nor all the mighty Woes I've ſafer'd ! 

For all the Vows, and Pray'rs I've ſent up to you 
If I muſt die, Oh! let me firſt behold 

My Rheſus, my dear Husband ! that his hands 
May cloſe my Eyes, which laſt of al! on him 

May preſs their ſickly Beams behold his Tears, 

A flood of Tears flow from his melting eyes ; 
And feel their pleaſing Fall upon my Face. 

For he wou'd weep to ſee me die; wou'd feel 

Ea Pang of mine, wou'd ſuffer all my Pains, 

Be tortur'd with my Agonys, and die 

Almoſt with me ! for tho' in Battle fierce 

And dauntleſs as the God of War in dauger; 
Yet is he ſoft, and tender in his Love, 

As Woman, in her firft, and Virgin fires. 

Full of compaſſion, and unweary'd Truth 

The beſt of Husbands, Friends, of Kings, and Fathers. 


O] ſad Remembrance of what once I had, 


But ner muſt have again! O fate! O fortune ! 
2. Frieſt. Madam the Queen. | 
1. Prieſt. Be miſtreſs of your temper. 
Guin. Alas! I pitty her ! yes from my Soul, 
I pitty her! | ; 
Tis ſad enough to ſee her Father. driv'n 
To a dependance on the man, that flights her, 
But then to love, and looſe the Mai ſhe loves, 
By his nakindneſs looſe him, Oh! 'tis a Torture, 
That none but thoſe, that love like us can tell. 


Enter Queen attended. 
Meſſeiger to _ | 
Queer, as ſhe enters. & Madam King Dammacus your royal lather, 
Sends me to let you know he now has got 
The Britiſh Children ; and he bids you haſt, 
Since both the King, and Druid will be here, 
Wirhin an hour, or two, his Spys aſſure him. | 
Qucen. Enough—retura with ſpeed, and tell my Father 


He 
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He may proceed with them, as he deſign'd; 
Their Mother ſoon I ſhall prepare to meet them. Exit. 


The Queen goes up to Guinoenda. 


How long muſt I command my Slave in vain? 
What you diſdain Obedience to Me now. | 
Since the curs'd Dotage of my faithleſs King 
You proudly ſwell above your humble Lot, 
But we ſhall fee thy fond Ambition burſt thee, 
While it contends with Majeſty like mine. 
Guin, Far be Contention, Madam, between us! 
Our common Sorrows, ſhou'd alas ! unite us. 
| doubly feel the Pain, for which you grieve, 
Both from my Gratitude, and the ſad Cauſe 
Of all your Woe. : 
Queen. Yes, yes, thou haſt rewarded, 
My tooliſh Pity, thou haſt well rewarded, 
That took (Oh! Curſes on the hour I did it ) 
That took thee, Ship-wreck'd, up with thy two Children, 
Half drown'd, half dead; comforted, warm'd, reviv'd you; 
Cheriſh'd you in my Boſom, as my own. 
When like th* ingrateful Serpent, brought to Life, 
Thou fly'ſt at thy Preſerver; pois'ns her Peace, 
And ſpreads thy ſubtle venome o're her Joys. — 
By Witcheries, and black, ſiniſter Arts, 
Thou did'ſt ſeduce my faichleſs Husbands Heart, 
For by nought elſe cou'dſt thou delude him from me, 
From Eyes more bright, and powerful, than thine; 
From the illuſtrious Bed of Andes Daughter, 
To the inglorious feet of a poor Vagabond. 
But with a juſt Revenge I come to puniſh 
lagratitude of ſuch a Monſtrous Growth, 
Nor ſhall this Temple, or ics God protect thee. 
Guin, That God be Witneſs, how your ſuffrings pain me! 
How much unhappy your Miffortunes make me! 
Oh! as I merit not this unjuſt Rage, 
So is it needleſs to compleat my Woe, 
For without that, I am entirely wretched ! 
1 wou'd be ſilent therefore, if I durſt; 
But that my filence wou'd confeſs a Guilt 
From which F'm free, for well your ſelf you know, 
That on the Kings firſt falſhood, I fled hither : 
Here have remaind e'r ſince, in hopes of Succour 
From the great Gods, if Man deny'd me help. 
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ueen. Yes, yes, I know you fled 

But Fear of me, not of his Love, 
Compelb'd thy guilty flight into this Temple. 

But I will drive thee heace—l will—nor think 
| With fawning ſpeeches- ro appeaſe my Rage, 
"| Thoſe take with vulgar Minds, but with a Soul, 
Like mine ſublime, they but provoke. 
* Tune then no more thy Syrens Voice to ſooth me, 

. With ſoft'ning Words, while yet 1 feel thy Deeds 

fl Thy helliſh Sorceries, and my King enſtraag'd. 
| Gun. Condemn'd thus blindly, by your partial hatc. 
| i I muſt acquit my ſelf, and boldly tell you, 
| 


'Tis to your ſelf you owe your loſs, not me. 
The Inſolence of your uneaſie Pride, 
h Your dayly Boaſts of your paternal Grandeur, 
5 With your Contempt of his; your hourly Conteſts 
| Have made his heart grow weary of your Sway. 


\ And catch the leaſt Appearance of more caſe, 
* If you'd regain it, 25 muſt teach your Tongue 
| ; The humble Arts of a fond, tender Wife; 

Ih Baniſh your Pride, aſſume a pleaſing Temper, 


Theſe are the Philtres to preſerve Heart ; 
When froward Beauty but diſguſts the wiſe, 
Not Form, but Virtue makes a laſting Love. 
Qu. Am l then guilty, and you innocent? 
j Gun, Who perſecute the Innocent, are guilty. 
| Qu. Who will be guilty by their own Confeſſion ? 
* But you grow Inſolent in bold Replies, 
| My Juſtice foon ſhall cool you. 
* uin. Too much, too much you threaten. 
Qu. You threaten not, but act. 
G:iz, 1 act by Reaſon, Juſtice, and Religion. 
Q.. Your C:mbrian Notions are no Rules to us. 
Gum. Baſe things, in every Climate are the ſame. 
Qu. You may talk on, but you ſhall ſurely Die. 
I Guin, See you not Hermes my Pròtector youder ? 
| Q. I come to make you quit his ſtoln Protection. 
Guin. You never ſhall. | | 
Qu. Believe not that, thy Death 
Is xt, as fate, before the King's Return. 
Gin, I will not quit this holy Temple. | 
| Qu. With Flames [I'll then ſurround thy curſed Body. 
4 Gun. Light thou the impious flame, the God's my ſafe- guard. 
x Qu. Tea thouſand Wounds ſhall pierce thy guilty Heart. 
!j | Guin. Here kill me then, that the polluted Temple 
4 Provoke the Vengeance of the God's upon thee, 
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Qu. Injurious Pow'rs to guard the guilty thus / 

Guin. Accuſe not them, they guard, in me, thy Safety. 

Qu. No, no, the King at Diſtance views thee now ; 
Elſe he wou'd throw thee from him, like a Weed, 

That his miſtaking Eye had made him crop, 
Gay to the ſight, but tothe Smell moſt loathſome, 
vet leaſt thy cunning Arts ſtill keep him off 
From that Diſcovery, *till I am ruin'd, 

I now will root thee up my ſelf. 

Guin, Never, never. 

Queen, Is then my Pow'r contemn'd ? ſit baſely here, 
And let thy Children, ſuffer in thy Place, 

Guin, My Children! 

Queen. Yes, ſtay here, and let them die. 

Guin, O! Queen! how have they injur'd you? 

Queen. In thee! 

Cuin. Is there no medium betwixt theſe ſad Extreams ? 

Queen, None. 

Grin, What is my Guilt ? 

Oueen, Wronging me. 

G:in. Oh! that's my Fortunes Guilt, and none of mine. 

een. Thy fortune I cannot puniſh; I can thee, 
lowe my Miſeries to thee alone; 
And thou alone canſt end my Miſeries. 
My Father, watchful for his Daughters Safety 
At length, has got thy hateful Off-ſpring ; 
And will by them remove the fatal Cauſe 
Of both our growing Woes. 
Cuin. Have I not lent 
To Britain the ſad ſtory of my Fortune ? 
If Rheſzs live, hel ſoon flie to my Reſcue. 
(Good God's Preſerve him from this dreadful Storm !) 
If he be dead, I die without your Crime. 

Queen, No more of thy vain Boaſts, that trick is old, 
Nor truſt to thy imaginary Pow'r. - 
| can believe no more, Oh! that I. never had! 

I heard thy Story, thought the fiction real: 

Thought thee a Queen, torn from thy King, and Country » 
By a baſe Raviſher, this I beliey'd ; . 
And pittied thy ſad Caſe. 


I knew what *rwas to wear a Crown, and ſaw 


What *twas to looſe it, in my Father. 

But thy Ingratitude has wak'd me now 

From theſe vain Day-dreams. 

Therefore no more; Or quit this awful Temple, 

Or ſtay, and let thy Children ſuffering Racks; 
C | Expire 
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Expire in Tortures, for thy Crimes, not theirs. 
Guin. Wait but one Day. 
Queen. What you wou'd have me wait 
The ſwift return of my injurious Husband. 
You in his coming place your ſureſt hope ! 
But I'll prevent that, and this Minute go. 
Guin, Oh! ſtay ! ſtay but one hour; I do conjure you, & Heels gate, 
By all your hopes / by your Deſires ! who knows hold of her, 
What ſtrange Events one hour may produce. 
Queen. No more, in vain, in vain you ſtrive to move me. 
Guin. Stay but One Moment, that I may but think. 
zeen, Away, and touch me not, leaſt I profane 
The Temple, and ev'a here transfix thy heart. 
The Gods thy Guard. — Yet ſhou'd he fence thee round 
Wich ſulph'rous flames, and Moats of boyling Lead; 
lil fend a ſummons, e're the King return, 
As near as thy vain hopes believe him, ſhall 


Make thee with rapid fury fly thro? All, | 
Fly this Protection, and my Victim fall. { breaks from he, and exir 2 
Gin. O! Queen! Oh! hear me! hear me ſpeak ! ö 


Ha ! ſhe is gone to murder my poor Children | 
Oh ! let me fly with ſpeed to fave their Lives! 


Enter Voelia. 


Yoel. O! Madam? Oh! moſt fad, moſt diſmal Sight 
{ ſcarce can ſpeak it, or believe my Eyes. 
Guin. Ha! ſpeak quickly, leaſt my fears deſtroy me. 
Voel. The barbarous Dunnacus, has got your Children, 
Has bound them, and has vow'd their Death, 


Immediate Death, if not by you prevented. 
\ Grin, Oh! bear me ſwiftly to him leaſt my fears 


For their dear lives, ſhou'd rob them of their Ranſom. 

i. Prieſt, Truſt not his Word; he may when you have Ict: 
This Place of ſafety, kill both you, and them. 

Guin, If they muſt die, oh! let not me ſurvive them 
'Mhat have I left in Life, when they are gone, 
My. utmolt Hope] to juſtihe my living: 
No I were poor of Soul indeed, to buy *, 
A loathſom Life with their inhumane Suff"rings. , 1 
What let the poor dear Innocents, for me, 
Endure the Rack ! for me in Torture, die! 
Stand off— away methinks I hear em cry 
Ohl to their Reſcue let me ſwiftly fly 
For in their Fate ten thouſand Deaths I die. 


The End of the firſt Act. 
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ACT Ek SCENE 


The Grove before the Temple, near the front of the Stage, 
the Altar or Urn Pluto; on one ſide enter Dumnacus, 
Guards and Attendants , conducting in Tyrelius, aud Manſelia 
bound, on the other ſide enter Guinoenda, Voelia, au 


Attendants. 


Guizo. ſpeaks L' Ve left the Temple, and am in your Pow: 


Emring. With me do what you will, but fave their Lives: 
To give them ſecond Life, I yield my own. | 
Oh! my poor Children! L Embracing thens. 


Sceing the Children ſhe runs to them, and they to hes ne” the 
r Girle preſſes cloſe under her arm. : 


Guin, Oh ! my cruel Fortune ! 

hoſe ſad Contagion ſpreads to all that's mine | 

O! Gods! oh! will you never be appeas d! g A. they bind her ſhe 
Dim. Seize and bind her. 3 ſpeu ls to her Childies, 
Guin, If you live, my Children, | 

Remember me, amid'ſt what Ills I periſh ! 

|*mbrace his Neck, and with a Flood of Tears! 

ell him what I have done to ranſome you. 
Dum. No more of this, but liſten to your Dgom. 

Las but a Bait, to draw you from the Temple, 

When we propos'd to ſave your Childrens Lives; 

For by the Root I mult cut up this Bramble, 

That choaks my Daughcers Path to Happinels. 
Gun. Alas! then Pm betray'd ! baſely betray'd. 
Dum. You are indeed, I own the uſeful Cheat. 
Juin. But is this juſt ? 
Dum. Revenge of Wrqngs is juſt. 
Gin, Think you there are no Gods to puniſh you? a 
Dim. Let Iimòe prove that, you firſt at leaſt ſhall die. 
Gmr. But will you murder too theſe Innocents ? 
Dum. Your Fate involves them, cauſe they're yours they die. 
Cie n my Children! oa! how ſhall Ideplore you? 

Yet if the Luft of Miichief blind you not, 

Conlider for your own, and Daughters ſake, 

What "tis you do; the King this hour returns. 

C 2 Who? 
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Who, with ſevereſt Vengance, will deſtroy 

The bloody actors in theſe horrid Murders. 

Dum. Murder ? to offer thee? a ſlave and guilty ? 

To the great Gods, in pious Sacrifice? 

We offer Thouſands better every Day, 

Beſides in this I ſerve him ;-— _. 

Redeem his Fame, reſcue him from Infamy. 

And when the Witchcraft of thy Charms is gone, 

He'll on it, and reward the daring Love, 

That boldly ſnatch'd th* enchanted Cup away. 

That wou'd have ſunk his Godlike Form to brutal. 
Guin. Let me then die alone; tis Wantonneſs 

Of Cruelty, to kill theſe too ? 

Dum. To ſpare one Foe, that may be ſlain, is Fol'y 
For that one ſpar'd, too late, we may wiſh dead; 
And from a ſmall unheeded Spark may riſe 
A. Fire, that may deſtroy us All, 

Guiz, Oh! Mournful Pomp of Fate! oh! My dear Children 
You ſoon, within the peaceful Grave, ſhall lye, 

Togather, on your wretched Mother's Boſom. 

Tyrel. Revenge like this is worthy ſuch a King 
On helpleſs Weman, and defenceleſs Children! 

Thy Soul is faPn even to ev'n lower, than thy Fortune. 

Dum. So hot young Sir, 'tis fit to cool you then. 

Guin. Kneel both, and, as you may, take hold of him; 

And preſs his knees, and force his heart to pitty. 

Muſ. O! dear Sir, ſpare ſpare my life. 

Guin, Ah! Let my life, my life ſuffice, 'tis I, 

TTis I, have injur'd you, if any has. ; 

Who rob'd your * of her Husbands Heart? 

?Twas I, who then fhou'd ſuffer for it? Only J. 

Man ſ. Oh! Sir Spare me! 

Jyr. Siſter, no more Laments, but for our Mother 
Let ns both begg, Yes I will begg for her. [ kneels, 
Look on me, Sir, I ne'r was taught to ſie, 

Sprung from a King, and nurſt up in Command, 

Yet for her ſake; for my dear Mothers ſake, 

I begg, and weep— | 

Or any thing to gain her Life. Ah! ſpare her! 

Spare my Mother! Kneel all, and begg her Life“ L Al kneel 
Gain. Begg not for mine but theirs. Ah! Spare my Children! 
Tyr. Ah! Spare my Mother! 

Hel. Ah! ſpare them all, we all implore your Mercy, 
For her, and for her Children t' abſtain from IIl, 

When in your Power's indeed to be a King. 

Dum, Why do you throw. your ſelves ahout my feet? 
Bange me round, with all your bootleſs Weepings ? 
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Your Tears, and Pray 'rs are like the Winds, and Waves, 
That blow, and daſh in vain againſt the Rocks, 
Unmov'd I ſtand; and unrelenting fixt, 
In what I have refolv'd.. | 
Tyr. 5 Kill not my Mother if yon wou'd ſpare me; 
riſing S For this be ſure I will revenge her Death. 
Guin. Ah! mind not him, or elſe, at leaſt forgive 
His pious Anger, which you ſhou'd admire. 
Pre been a Queen, out-liv'd my Happineſs, 
And Death to me wou'd be moſt welcome; 
A wretched ſlave, the object of her hate, 
Who ſav'd my Life, and what's a greater Evil, 
The Object of his Love, whom mult I hate, 
As the deteſted Foe to Honour — 
Tyr. You ſeem a Man make not on Women War, 
A tender Woman and a puling Girle 
Are not juſt Objects of a manly Anger. 
If you want vengeance, turn your ſelf to me, 
For killing me, you kill a Man, a Foe, 
A ſure Reveuger of his Mothers Wrongs. 
My Father meant, that I ſhou'd be a Soldier, 
And from the Cradle train'd me up to Glory. 
Young as I am, I've ſeen a thouſand die. 
'Tis but a ſtrugling Gaſp, and all is quiet, 
And can I then fear Death, in ſuch' a Cauſe ? 
Guin, O! Dumnacus | cannot ſuch virtue move thee ? 
Tyr. Oh! that I now were free from theſe vile Bands 
But you did well to bind me thus ; —— 
For thou wou'dſt tremble, were my Hands but free, 
Nor dare let fall our Doom, from thy baſe fzultring Tongue 
For tare the Guilty muſt be always Cowards ! 
AManſil. Ah! Brother dont provoke him! Oh! Sir! 
Tyr. Sue not to him; why ſhou'd the Blood of Rheſus 
Sue to a baciſita wretch, to be rejected 
Let me provoke thee Traytor 
I ſcorn thy bitty, and contemn thy Mercy! 
Al Obligatigus to the baſe are odious, 
Dut to owe itz to one fo baſe, as thee 
My ſoul difdaias ; no give me ſpeedy Death, 
There's an Antipathy betwixt us two, 
So great, I ſtort at farther Converſe with thee. 
Chin. Ah, :pcak him fair, my Boy, he may relent; 
He I's known Diſtreſs, ſhou*d therefore know Compaſſion. 
Tyr. Madam believe it not, baſe Minds, like his, 
Ne're feel Compaſſion ; the brave alone feel that. 
Butcher diſpacch, Pm weary of this waiting, 
For Life's offenſive, while it ſhews me thee. 
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Dum. Diſpatch him firſt; the Boy's ia haſt it ſeems 
This froathy Buble ſhall be quickly broken.- 

Grin. Oh! ſpare my Son! ſpare my dear darling Boy 
His Fathers [mage both in Form and Virtue! 
And for his ſake, for his dear Lite preſerv'd 
Rheſus if yet he live, will give yon Ranſom : 
An ample Ranſom; perhaps, forgive my Death. 

Dum. Woman, no more; I have delay'd tao long, 
Amus d by your curs'd Arts. Diſpatch 'em frrait, 
[ elſe may looſe my Prey. diſpatch I f. 
Death! how ſlowly do the Villans move? 
What have you all forgotten to obey? 
Or has this Woman brib'd you to her Reſcue? 

3 O! ye falſe Gauls ye Enemies to all men 

riſmg. & Deceitful, crafty, cunning— little Arts 
Mean Counſels are your Study—— 
Open fair dealing, as a Crime, ye abhor, 
But ſerpentine in kind, your falſe Deſigns 
You roll, in ſubtle Volumes from our Eyes. 
By Perjury you thrive, by Treachery grow. 
Oh! may you periſh all, ye guilty Nation! 
Yes Rome will ſoon revenge me, and ſweep you | 
From off the Earth, ye Rubbiſh of the World ! * 
18 Dum. No more——your Rage is vainer, than your Pray'rs. I 
Wy I ſay diſpatch em ſlaves! or 1 ſhall drive you. | 


5 As they lead them to the Altar of Pluto the chief Druid of 
| Mercury enters attended by a Troop of Druids iz their habite, 
with holy Banners flyino, and Trophies. 


Chief Druid 2 Hold ! I command you hold! — flie you before 
ſpeak entring. My aged Limbs too flowly bear me on 
4 To their Relief. Now by the ſacred Powers, 
1 What means this face of Murder? What theſe Bands? 4 
4 Who has prophan'd the Sanctuary of Hermes? 4 
And forc'd her from the awful God I ſerve, 4 
Whom he vouchſaf'd to ſhelter ? tell me, that, 
As our bleſt Gallic Laws decree, I may 
Pronounce him curs'd ; cut off from all the Rights 
Of humane kind, and Commerce with the Gods. 
Shew me I ſay the giulty Wretch —— 

Guin. O reverend Druid! welcome to th' unhappy, 
As the kind God whoſe Miniſter you are ! 
Like him you come to ſuccour the diſtreſs'd! 
You come to her who had no hope on Earth. s 
They dragg me, as you ſee, with my poor Children, : 1 

rom 
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From Mercury to offer us to Plato! 

Not for Devotion to th' infernal Ged 

But to revenge imaginary Wrongs 

They make m' unhappyneſs, alas! my Crime, 

And wou'd deſtroy us all, becauſe Pm wretched ! [Weeps. 
Druid. What fraud, or Force has drawn you from the Temple? 
Guin. The Force they us'd was only on the Mind, 

vet ſuch as no fond Mother cou'd reſiſt. 

To fave my Children I my ſelf ſurrender'd, 

But oh! in vain! for now they kill us. all. 

9 O! Venerable Sir, behold I kneel 

I wou'd extend my hands, t'implore your Aid, 

But thoſe alas! are bound! help or we periſh! 

Baſely for you, but wretchedly for us. 

5 Druid. Haſt, and unbind them. 

| Dum. Touch 'em not, they're mine, 

By Right are mine. 

Druid. By Right? what Right? unbind 'em 
Dum. Forbear N 

They are my Daughters for, a worthleſs Wreck 

From £/5omy Dis ſhe ſnatch'd them, but will now 

Reſtore bis raviſh'd Victims. 

Druid. Prophane Impoſtor | 
To make Religion Pandar to thy Vengeance 
But all's the Kings, as his I will preſerve them. 
.N Dum. If they are his they're mine, as mine are his? 
All things are common, Sir, betwixt true Friends. 
| Druid. T'aſſiſt, but not deſtroy. 
Dum. You ſha'not bear em off. 
g rad. Forbear to touch 'em, as you love your Life. 
W Dim. No more, no more Old Man; I ſhall be angry. 
: Druid. Angry !— now, by the Temples injur'd Honour: - 
What boots thy Anger? what ſhou'd make Me fear it? 
Be angry at Nome; angry at thy ſelf, 
\ That did fo ill defend thy native Kingdom 
* Aginft her Force. Think who, and where you are: 
The wandrinz Reliques of a beaten Prince; 
And in an others Court, not in your own, 
Than lord ic thus ofre us, and all our Laws. 
We're not the Andes, nor art thou King, 
Who baſely woud'ſt pollute with horrid Murders 
Th Ahlum, that protects thee from Deſtruction ; 
That guards thy deſtin'd and inglorious Head. | 
I Dum. Dotard no more thou tceble Railer peace 0 
Thy Age protects thee from my Rage; no more 
b Leaſt I. naman my ſelf to puniſh thee. 
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Druid. Nay threat not me, | 
Can'ſt thou rage here, who live but by. our folly ? 
Elſe we ſhou'd ſoon give up thy hunted Life 
To Ceſar, that demands it. For thou it was, 
Engag'd the Gans firſt to fall out with Rome; 
Rang'd her confederate Pow'rs beneath thy Banner 
And then fled from em taught them all to flic; 
And ſunk the Pow', and Liberty of Gaul, 


Oh! that we ſtill ſhou'd for ſo vile a Cauſe 


Thus ſacrifice our lives and fortunes ! 
Who for that War thy own Ambition rais'd 
Alone without one Wound, or Scratch art come. 
Dum. Truſt not too much to that thy awful Robe, 
Or thy ſecurer Age; thoſe pompous Ramparts 
My Fury will o'er-bear—away J fay— 
Druid. Thy Threats I ſmile at thus you ſhou'd have threatned 
When Cauinius aw'd thee, with his harraſs'd Army; 
Or when Duracius, coop'd up ina Town, 
Deſpis'd thy Fury, laugh'd thee from his Walls. 
Death / why were not you angry too, when Fabius 
With a ſmall Party made thee fly before him? 
Then with a Handful drove thee from the Field. 
Oh! Scandal to the Gallic Name, and Glory! 
Thy Anger's ſafer here againſt a Woman, 
And two ſmall Children. They're more worthy Dumnacs ! 
Dum. Oh! fooliſh Pow'r giv'n by th' unthinking People 
To the impoſing Prieſt-hood! 
That conſecrates Abuſe, forbids Revenge, 
For contumelious Wrongs, like theſe !—no more — 
I ſhall forget the formal Duties paid chee, 
Ruſh on thy ſapleſs wither'd Trunk, and cruſh thee. 
Druid. Ha ! vile Blaſphemer ! dare but to approach me, 
And thou ſhalt find this ſapleſs Trunk has Force 
Enough to quel th' impious ä 


lell be a Roman to thee. 


Dum. Gods! mult I tamely bear theſe proud Inſults E his hand 
Capt. of the — My Lord. ; 70 his Stor 4 
interpoſing Let not your Anger drive you to your Ruin; 

You know his Perſon ſacred, by his Function: 
Religion binds us all to reſcue him. 
Druid. Oh! let him come— give his Fury way—— 
'Tis harmleſs all—— 
The Gods beheld thy impious thoughts of them, 
And therefore took again the Crown, they gave thee. 
Begon I fay, ye ſacrilegious Race. 
Begon from Bayonne ; with thy Daughter go— 6 
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Go any whither— go, and fight the Romans 
In thy own Ignominious Quarrel — 
Not while my King, and Nephew, thy Defender 
Is for thy Safty combating with Rome, 
Diſturb his houſe, and ni/arder thoſe he loves. 
Ingratitude makes up thy Guilt begone 
I ſhut thee from the Gods, for thy Impieties. 
Thou worſt of Men, and wicked, as thou'rt wretched. 
Capt. He's old, my Lord, and Age has Priveledge 
Of Anger; you'd better, Sir, withdraw. 
Dum. Well Pll be calm; he ſhannot now provoke me. 
By Blood allied, you ſhou'd have join'd my Cauſe 
And freed yovr houſe, from this prevailing Miſchief, 
But ſince you have no thought at all of that, 
I ſhal! acquaint the Queen, my Daughter, who 
Ic it, reſiſts her Orders. 
Druid. Do; and tell her this—— 
I will do Juſtice; and protect th' oppreſs'd 
Defend the Rights of the affronted Gods 
Againſt both Queen and King, if they aſſault them. 
Why elſe am I inveſted with this Pow'r? 
With this moſt holy Robe, and ſacred Office? 
Which I by ſlaviſn Flat'ry won't betray, 
Unbind 'em ſtrait, or Pl exclude you all 
From the Communion of our Sacrifices. 
Stand oft; I will my ſelf unbind the Queen. 
Ha! did you think you'd bound an Ox, or Lion? 
Or didſt thou fear ſhe'd graſp a Sword, and kill thee ? 
Thow'ſt bound her, as if ſhe were a Roman! 
Dum. Oh ! Patience! Patience, that the Bigotry 
Of a blind Pcople to their haughty Prieſts 
Shou'd wreſt my Vengance from me CExit cum ſuis. 
G:in, O! Venerable Druid ! may the Gods 
Reward your Picty, and Goodneſs—— 
Protect us ſtill from the too furious Queen. 
Druid, Be not attraid, but boldly to the Temple 
The King by this mult be arriv'd, but fear not 
All will aſſiſt, when my juſt Right's invaded. 
And I my ſelf will head the piows Baud 8 


I'm not fo old but I can ſtill command 
Courage, and Heav'n no Rebel dare withſtand. 

Tyr. Madam, no Danger fear, now I am frre, : 
I get a Sword, and then your Guard P!l be; © 
For co reach you, tliey firſt ſhall paſs thro? me. 

Let not my Youth your Confidence deſtroy 
The Gauls muſt find a Terror, in a Britiſ, Boy. [Exenn; Onmes. 
The End of the Second AF, D ACT: 
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ACT HH SCENE 1 


The Inſide of the Temple. Enter Rheſus juſt eſeap'd 
the Wreck, 


Rhe. Hermes ! for thine, I ſee this Temple is 
How well have I invok'd thy powerful name! y 

When in the ſtormy flood I ſtrove for life. 

And with the Billows made unequal War; 

Thou gav'ſt my Arms freſh force, and thou at laſt 

Haſt thus deliver'd Rheſus from deſtruction. 

Oh! that thy pittying Goodneſs had preſery'd 

My Friends, that in their Monarchs Cauſe forſook 

The bleſt Retreats of Cambria, for the Toyls, 

And various hazards of th? inclement Deep; 

For never Monarch had ſuch Friends, ſuch Subjects“ 

[ Kneels] O! Hermes! if ſo the heav'nly Pow'rs decree, 

That I no more mult breath the Britih + ir; 

Oh! grant at leaſt the Cauſe of my long Voyage / 

Oh !grant my Guincenda to my Arms! 


Enter Guinoeda her Children and Voelia, 


Gin, Bleſt be the Gods! we've reach'd this ſanctuary 
Let us return our thanks, perhaps the Gods 
May once reſtore us to your Father ! | 
O! Rheſus | Rheſus! wou'd that thou wer't come! 
Oh ! how deſir'd woud'ſt thou come to me ! 


Rheſus hearing her ſtarts up, and comes toward her, 4 


Rheſ. O! all ye Gods! what well known ſounds I hear 
Guin Ha 
By the pale Beams the dying Tapers throw, 
Methinks I ſee a Man moving this way. 
Haſt nearer to the Altar, till the Druid, 
And all the holy Tribe, return from Court, 
Some Engine of the diſappointed Queen. 
Rhef. Stay, do not flie me! ſtay, bright Viſion, ſtay! 
For, by this glim'ring light, I now diſcover 
A. Form, that. both amazes, and delights me. 
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Guin. O! Matrons ! friends! flie to my ſpeedy Reſcue. 
Rheſ. You need no reſcue, for I am no Raviſher, 
Fear not; but tell me, who thou art, whoſe face, 
Whoſe Voice, whoſe Perſon, ſo ſurprize with Wonder ? 
Guin Ha! that Voice Pm ſure's no Strangers. No 
And now I view thee well, I ſee my Rheſus! 
O! Rheſus) Rheſus) for it muſt be thee ! 
Kh: Ah! well you know the ſad Remains of Rheſus ! 
Gzin. Oh! late arriv'd to thy deſiring Wife! 
Pheſ. Thou art my Guinoenda then? 
Guin, Tis I indeed, it is your Gruinoenda / 
Rheſ. Tis ſhe! "ris ſhe / it is my Guinoenaa ! | | 
O! my life! my Soul / L Embrace. 
Guin O! my love! my All / 
Rheſ. Oh I have ſo much to ſay, 
I know not how, or where I ſhall begin! 
have a thouſand things to ask and tell! 
Guin. Beyond belief! almoſt beyond my Hopes, 
I claſp my Rincſus! [ Embrace. 
Kheſ. As 1 do thee, when I moſt fear'd I'd loſt thee! | 
Grin, See, ſee, thy little Off- ſpring too have caught 


Our ſpreading joy! ſee how they wait t' embrace you! 


Tyrel. My Father ! 
un. My dear; dear Father! 


Rheſ. My Children! [. they all embrace him. 
Gain. My King! 
Ah. My Queen! let me embrace you all! Embraces them one 


O iadulgent heav'n! O thrice happy Shipwreck !2 after another. 
That caſt me on my only hopes away! 
O! my, dear Love, come tell me all thy fortune, 
Where art thon? and how come hither ? 
Gin, Ask not, the diſmal Story of our parting 
Ti” unlucky Omen pains, and ſhocks my Soul. 
Roel. *Tis but the Superſtition of thy Love. 
(/:::, I will obey you. 
When down the filver Tory I was row'd, 
As you well know, to take the Ev'ning Air; 
My Women, and theſe Children only with me; 
The baſe Hibernian King, that ow'd his Life, 
And liberty to your victorious Sword 
Seiz'd on our Barge, and forc'd us all aboar'd 
Hoiſted his Sails, and bore away to Sea. 
R5c/. This I ſoon knew, and cloſely I purſu'd him. 
Put fiadiag him too ſwift with Rage return'd 
det out my Fleet, and reach'd th* Hibernian Shore, 
Laid all his Country Waſt in dire Revenge 
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But found nor him, nor thee. 

C uin. While you purſu'd, uncertain of his Prey, 

He ſpoke me fair; and laid the fault on love, 

- Unconquerable Love, and wild Deſpair ; 1 
Implor'd my Pity of a Madman's frenzy; be 
Seem'd to repent, and promis'd to reſtore me. hs 
But this alas! was the effect of Fear, 

For You no ſooner quited your Purſuit, 

But his ſubmiſſive Meaneſs ſwell'd to threats, 

Which as a vaſt Storm, that then. aroſe rebated, 
Till on this Coaſt of Bayonne here we ſplit, +» | 
Where he, and all his-periſh'd, 2 
And I with my two Children, 
Were taken up half dead. 
And thus the Gods preſerv'd me for thy Arms. 
Khe. Not finding thee, thro” all th Hibernian Coaſt, 
For that I ſearch'd,. with narrow ſcrutiny, 
Orewhelm'd with deep deſpair, Iſteer'd for Cambria; 
The Seas grew high, and ſwell'd into a ſtorm, 
Diſpers'd our Fleet, and daſh'd my Ship to pieces, 
Whereperiſh'd all the Heroes of our Country, 
Janutius, Cornwatlus, and Cenavins,, 

With good Morganius— only J eſcap'd 
A poor, a naked, helpleſs, ſnipwreck d Man. 

Guin. Oh! welcome! howſoever thou art come 
Tho? poor, and wretched, yet thon'rt rich to me. 
J pray'd whole Nights, and wiſh'd whole livelong days, 

To ſee my Love, I pray'd alas! to ſee thee, 

But little thought to ſee thee thus! 

The cruel Gods but heard my Vows by halves, 

They've brought thee to me, but they've brought thee wretched 
Diveſted of that Pow'r, that ſhou'd have freed us. 
And yet tis better far to ſee thee thus, 

Than not to ſee thee! yes to ſee thee wretched, 

Than not at all to ſee thee ! pardon, my Lord, 

This wild exceſs of Love; I cannot wiſh. 
You ev'n in Britain ſafe, to looſe you ever |! — 
Yet I cou d die for you; indeed I cou'd! 

Witneſs O Love! and all you Heav'nly Pow'rs, 
How much I wiſh my death, wou'd fave my Rheſus 
For ah ! my Lord, preſcrv'd fram Seas and Battels 


You come to periſh here. 


(Weep. 


Nhe. Where lies the danger? ; 
What mean theſe tears? what. wou'd theſe tender ſighs ? 1 


What. is'talarms tity. Love ?. 
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Guin. Fly, fly, my Lord, th' inhoſpitable Coaſt, 
The Tyrant of this place will ſurely kill thee ! 


Enter Queen, and Stands obſerving them. 


Rhe. What Cauſe of Hate can I a ſtranger give him? 

Guin. All Britains for your ſake he dooms to death, 
And you, of all, he moſt both fears and hates, 

As the chief bar to his deteſted love. 

Rhe. Love? does he then attempt thy Love? 

Guin, He does, nay wou'd force me to—— 

Rhe. Wou'd force? ha! 

What hinders him from forcing, if he won'd? 

Guin. My Love, my Virtue, and this awful Temple. 

Qu. What's this I hear ? this may import me. 

Guin, Yes Hermes guards me from both Love, and Hate; 
Nor King nor Queen durſt e're aſſault me here. 
Beneath the Shadow of that holy Altar 
On that hard Couch I take thoſe broken ſtumbers, 
Which Nature forces from my Pray'rs for thee / 

Rheſ. O Guinoenda! J am doubly wretched, 

To ſee thee uihappy, and want Pow'r to help thee! 

Guin, Think not of me, but think upon thy ſelf, 
Think of thy Safety, that concerns me more. 

Oh! fave thy life by ſuddain flight! 


Rheſ. From thee 
Guin. From me, from every thing, that wou'd deſtroy thee... 


Kheſ. From Guinoenda ? for whom I've fought 
So many Battels, and ſuch dangers palt ? 

Guin, You mult not periſh wich me. 

Rheſ. I will not live without thee. | 

Guin. Nor I, without my Rheſus, witneſs Heav'n! 
Oh! witneſs all ye. Pow'rs, that know my heart - 
cannot bear to ſee thee die; nor can I 


Live without thee ! 
Rheſ. And ſhou'd I flie then from a Love ſo tender 


Guin, There's ſuch a Contradiction in my Will, 
1 know not what to ſay! I wou'd not have ; 
You go, and yet, O!, Gods! you muſt nor ſtay, and die! 
There is no living with thee, nor without thee !. 

Rheſ. Love, Honor, Glory, all forbid my fight, 
Deſerting thee, while I caa graſp this Sword. 

Rheſ. You cannot kill the Tyrant. 

Rhef. Is he invulnerable ? - 

Guin. Yes his Guards | 
Will make him. ſo to you! alas! the hazard 
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Is much to great. . | 
Rheſ. Wou'd you then have me tamely a 
Here wait my fate, not meet it like your Rheſus ? | 
Guin, I'd have thee ſafe ; this raſh Attempt deſtroys thee, 
Time may gain all our hopes. 
Rheſ. How ? | 
Guin. Keep your ſelf 
From being known. 
 Rheſ. Who here ſhou'd know me? 
Guin, Your Country is as dangerous as your Name. 
Rheſ. What can I do then ? 1 
Guin, Let me conlider. 
Queen. I've heard enough. 
Rheſ. Ah! we are loſt, my Rheſus, we are loſt ! 
Rheſ. What new Misfortune gives you this alarm ? 
Queen. Tis I, *tis I, who have o're heard your Conference. 
Rheſ. If you have, Madam, Beauty ſure like yours 
Was ner ally'd to cruelty ; Compaſſion 
Is the Womans nobleſt Virtue. And ſure 
A form ſo bright, within too mult be perfect. 
Qu. Methinks I take a Pleaſure in his Praiſe 8 AG 
More, than I uſe in vulgar Flatteries.! Midi. 
Rheſ. And Lovers in diſtreſs more juſtly claim 
Protection from the beautiful and young. 
You muſt have known, ſure, what it is to love; 
And then our ſecret is ſecure with you. 
Or. Ves have lov'd, I once too was belov'd, 
Till curſed Chance brought her to blalt my Joys, 
And ſpread a diſmal ruin ore my Love ! 
Rheſ. Ah l we are loſt indeed! th' anhappy Queen! 
Guin. kneeling. ] Ah! madam, ah! forget my guilty fortune! 
Or if you will have Vengeance, take my life, 
But oh ! ſpare his ! eſcap'd both floods, and fields, 
Let him not periſh here! to ſee him die, 
Is what a Wife ſo tender cannot bear. 
Qu. Yet I have born more for thee—— 
The Death of Love ! 
It had been leſs to ſee my Husband die, 
Than ceaſe to love; if Rheſus die, he dies 
Still loving theez while I muſt be forſaken ; 
For thee deſpis'd ; for thee thrown off, and loath'd 
O! Agony! O! moſt deteſted fate 
How dar'ſt thou ſue to me? | 
Guin. Oh! let me ſuffer then, I'll leave this Temple, 
Again approach the dreadful Urn of Pluto, 
It you will pitty him ; if you will fave him. 
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Q. If 1 muſt pitty him, ſay thou no more, | 
For ſuch a Pleaſure in thy Pains I feel W | 
1 ſhall undo my ſelf to ruin thees 1 
But let him _ he may prevail. 
For midſt my Rage I fear my heart pleads for him. Aſide. 
Rhef. Oh! riſe my Love, my life's not worth thy tears, 
To beg, and fawn, for ſuch a Boon, as life, q | 
That fortune the next Minute may take from me, 
Is much below the Deeds, that I have done. 
Yes I ſhou'd bluſh to beg that of a Woman, 
Which allth* Hibernian Warriours cou'd not take. 
To die 's no Evil, tO live meanly, 15 
A brave Man's Wiſh, is firſt of all to conquer, 
His next, if that's deny'd is Noble Death. 
yet formy ſelf, tho? [ diſdain to beg, 
Your ſafety, Madam, that depends on mine, 
Will ſure excuſe what I ſhall urge to move you. ; 
Let us be gone, and you remove the Cauſe 
That leads your. King aſtray. | 
2. When I can puniſh, to reward my Rival, 
With what ſhe moſt deſires, wou'd be ſtrange Folly, 
Rhej. To puniſh her, you puniſh your ſelf too, 
Kill me, you give her to the Man you love! 
Qu. Ah! no! 1 fear I give her thus to him! L aſide. 
Rheſ. Since then your woes, and happineſs are join'd, 
Tis folly to be wretched, to make her ſo. 
1. For her you plead too much, too little for your ſelf 
Ref. No, Madam, I never will deſcend 
So low, to ſue with ſervile fear for life. 
No thou great God, I will appeal to thee ! 
Be Witneſs of the Injuries we ſuffer; 
We yet are thine ; be thine then our Protection ! 
And thou, O! Plato! I invoke thy Aid! 
Whom for her ſake ſo laviſhly I've feaſted 
With Hecatombs of ſlaughter'd foes, 
Enough to bribe thy Avarice of Souls. 
Reſtore thoſe dead, or move this beautious Queen 
To give the Purchaſe of thoſe Slaughters to me. 
Why ſhou'd effeminate Weepings, move you more, 


Than ſpeaking like a Man? If thoſe alone 


Where Intereſt, and Reaſon fail, can move you; 
'Tis more than life can pay: then ſeize the forfeit ; 
You can no more, and my paſt Deeds ſecure me 
From an- inglorious _ * 
Queen, Strange War 1 feel, | | - 
Within my breſt ſince I have heard him talk 5 * 
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Pity or Love, I know not which prevails, 
Aſide. 


And drives retiring Rage from out my heart. 
If it be Love, as oh! I fear it is! 

She yet muſt dic; but he mult be preſerv'd. 
Compaſſion, Sir, at laſt prewils; for me, [ro him. 
Tho? injur'd, you are ſafe; for taught by You, 

I find Revenge leſs charming, than forgiveneſs, 


I muſt. be gone, or I am loſt; I know 

The fatal 2 of falſe injurious Love ! 5 Aſide. 

I never will betray you to the King: reit 

Nay I adviſe you to diſguiſe your ſelf | 
To ſhelter you from his obſerving Spies; 4 


Tho none are ſharper than a Rivals Eyes. 
[ Exit looking bac | 
ee ot fr ei DR {| 
She eye'd thee too, as if ſhe'd look into thee. 
Or I'm deceiv'd, orelſe we owe to Love 
Thy Safety. 

Kheſ. No, no, my Love, ſhe is convinc'd 
How much it 1s her Intereſt to preſerve me. 

Eſcap'd this Shelf, how ſhall we reach our Port ? 

Guin, I've found the way, will bear us ſafe to Land. 

Rheſ. How ? — 

Guin. 1 will report you drown'd, and put on Mourning 
Deplore your Death ; pretend you brought this News, . 
And that will gain you favour, with the King. 

Rheſ. Suppoſe this done. 

Guin. I will preſwade him our Religion binds 
The Wife, and Children of thoſe drown'd at Sea, 

At Sea their Rites of Funeral to perform. 
A few hours rowing brings us into Spain 

| A foe to Bayonne, and the Gallic Name. 
Rheſ. But who ſhall row us ? 

Guin, The holy Druids, 


- 

* 
. 
: 

: 

» 
1 


8 Who all will join in my Deliverance. 
|  Rhef. It is the Child of Love, and mult ſucceed. 
| Guin. Retire with me, and while 1 dreſs, we may 
Improve the lucky thought. 
| For on this weighty Moment much depends 
| If Im diſcover'd Death will be my Lot, 
| If I ſucceed my Country, and my Love! 
O! ſacred Juno! 
Bright Partner of the Bed, of thundr'ing Jove, 
O] bleſt Protectreſs of Connubial Love 


HE 


Look with and Eye of Pity on our ſtate ! 
Nor let the Gods oppreſs us with their hate 
Oh! give ſuch Faith, as ours a milder Fate / 
If in this pious Fraud, a Crime there be, 

Oh! let your Vengeance fall alone on me! 

Let me; let only me your Victim prove, 

But Oh ! preſerve, preſerve the Man I love. 


The End of the Third 48. 


ACT IV. Se 


The Grove before the Temple, Enter Dumnacus, 
and Queen, with Attendants. 


EY NH find there is no time to looſe, the King 
Throws off the veil, and has confeſs'd the Tyrant; 
Openly avows, now he has beat the Romans, 
His lawleſs Love, 
The Altar can't preſerve its Votaries 
From the ontragious Fury of his Luſt. 
Ev'n now, in view of this auſpicious Temple, 
He ſtab'd the Druid, that gave up the Children 
Of that vile, foreign Vagrant to us, 
Nor ſtops he there, but thinks 'tis not enough 
To ſlight, for her, my Charms, and therefore now 
Reſolves my Death. 
Dum. And mine——yes——he has dar'd to threaten me too ! 
This petty Prince has dar'd to threaten me! 
Me, who have aw'd him with an angry Nod 
Giv'n laws to Monarchs, and depending Chiefs. 
1 whom Rome fear'd, and every Nation courted. 
2— 
But ſoon he ſhall perceive there yet remains 
A Mind undanted in theſe awful Ruins 
Conſcious of Greatneſs, and my ancient Glory, 
Tho', by the Crime of Fate, def — of Pow'r, 


Queen 


r 
* 
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Queen. How ſtand our Party? are they firm, and bold? 
Dum. By the Oppreſſions of the Tyrant ripen'd, 
They're ready for all Attempts for Liberty. 

I urg'd your wrongs, nor did forget my own ; 

And laid our ſuff*rings on the public Score, 

Our Zeal againſt the Kings Deſpotic Pow'r. 

Queen. That was well urg'd, a ſure, and popular Bait. 

Dum. And fo was ſwallow'd by the giddy Throng, 
Who full of Vengance meet this very hour, 

In the deep valley, near the ill-guarded Caltle ; 
With the Surprize of which, we ſhall begin. 
Retire into the Temple, *till the Shock is over. 

Queen. The King's now there, in outward ſhew, to offer 
The Roman Spoils to Hermes: 
But guilty Love lurks ev'n in his Devotion, 

My hatcful Rival's all the Gods, he worſhips. 

Dum. I muſt begon; methinks, o're yonder hill, 
Faint glim'ring Points of Twilight pierce the Gloom, 
And wound retiring Night, ſure day is near. 

Queen, Behold the King! 

Dum. Vil not be ſeen, but haſt 
To uſe our Party, while their Furies high. 


We often looſe our wiſhes by Delays. [ Exit uttered, 


Qucen. I muſt paſs by him e'r I reach the Temple. 

ſee a murd'ring Fury in his Eyes | 

| wou'd avoid — but 'tis to late to ſhun him. 
Enter King, Guards, and Attendants 


Xing ſpeaks 2 Haſt all; flie every one a ſeveral Way, 
entering. Diſperſe your ſelves thro” every Road and Path. 
Bring back my Love, or elſe return no more. 


Hold — here's my Fate; ſtay all and ſei⁊e on her, [' Secing the Queer, 


Qu. Seize me!— ſtand off ye ſlaves, I am your Queen, 
King. You are my Slave; a bold, offending Slave; 

That, with an Impudence of Pride, preſumes 

To check my Wiſhes, and oppoſe my Will. 

O! worſt of Women! for in that's contain'd 

The Sum of every thiag, that's infamous. 

What haſt thou done with Guinoenda tell me, 

For thou alone canſt tell, where is my Love? 
Q-. I once was calPd, nay I was ſworn your Love. 
Xing. Yes, to my ſhame, too well I lov'd you once: 

LulFd by thy Charms, I lay in paſſive Slumbers 

And to my fooliſh Love hetray'd my Pow'r ; 

Uxo:i0us to a frenzy, let your Will 

Diſpoſe my Favours, and o're-rule my Laws. 

But a tame Husband makes a Wife audacious, 


Siace therefore, you ſo ill have us'd your Pow'r 7 
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I now reſume it, and exert your Lord. | 
Queen. They're not my Crimes I ſuffer for but yours, 
Had you been juſt, you ſtill had thought me good; 
But when your wandring Eves led your falſe Heart 
To wiſh deprav*dly for courſe homly Viands, 
And loath the coſtly Banquet of my Love, 
You ſeek a Refuge then, for your Injuſtice ; 
And with ſictitious Crimes you burden me, 
Teexcuſe your ſordid fondneſs of a Beggar. 
King. No more—you've ſure forgot your lite is in my Pow. 
©, No, you baſe perjar'd King, Iv'e not forgot it 
I know your Pow'r too well: — the Gallic Laws 
Give Men o're Wives a Pow'r Unjuſt, as Great, 
Nay more, I know thy Impotence of Mind 
Unable to reſiſt the Luſt of Vengeance ; 
Ev'n to thy Ruin thou'lt purſue my Lite. 
vet I will torture thee before I die, 
And pleaſe my injur'd heart, with thy wild Raving's, 
Thy Cruelty can only reach my Body, 
zut I will rack thy Soul; for know, falſe man, 
Thou never ſhalt poſſeſs thy guilty Love. 
King: Ha! never ſhalt poſſeſs her ? 
Queer, Never. 
Rug. Never? | 
Then thou haſt ſlain my Love? 
Q. 1 will not tell thee. 
Rig. O! infatiate Cruelty of Woman! 


But thou! thou art ſuparlatively woman! 


More cruel far, than ſtorms, or raging flames, 
Than War, or Want! O! Woman! Woman! Woman! 
No band can draw that Ill implacable, 
No Words deſcribe! What ever God deſign'd 
Woman, deſign'd to Man the utmoſt Evil 
And the moſt cleaving Miſchief. 
Q". Rage on, rage on; it gluts my hungry Wrongs 
Thy Pangs are food 
Ming. Iwill not hear thee ſpeak. . f 
There's ſuch a Diſcord in thy hateful Voice, 
It jar's upon me, and untunes my Soul, | 
vet do not boaſt too ſoon; no eaſie Death 
Shall be thy curſed Lot, no I'll torture thee 
With ſuch a ſtrange Variety of Torments, 
They ſhall ſurpaſs thy Cruelty ; ; : 
And make thee curſe thy fond or'e-weening Pride, 
That durſt provoke my Rage. Away with her. 
Ou. I go but firſt know this,— thy Rage I laugh at 


Veik Exhalations fed thy Meteor Pow'r ; 
\ eak Exhalati y - 7 Which 
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Which now worn out, in one expiring Blaze 
Shoots ſwiftly downward to the Earth — 
No more to ſhine aloft in thy falſe Orb; | 
While I in ſpight of all thy fancy'd Terrors, 
Thy feeble Threats, and impotent Commands, | | 
Shall with my foot tread out the ſlimy Vapour. 

King. Away with her, and in the Caſtle ſhut her; [they bear her off. 
My next Commands ſhall prove my Threats not vain, 
But Racks ſhall firſt extort the horrid Secret 
Of Guincenda's Death, Oh! diſmal thought! 

O're her dear Aſhes ſhall the Traytreſs fall. 


Enter Guinoenda in Mourning follow'd by Rheſus, and At. 
tendants, and Druids. i 


What do I ſee? my Guinocenda here! 

Then my fears vaniſh, and my Joys return, 

Yes yes, my heart, *tis ſhe! ſhe breaks upon me, 

Like a fair day after a ſtormy Night ! 

But ſhe's in ſorrow / ſay my lovely Fair, 

Why drooping thus, and why theſe falling Tears ? 
That pleaſe the Eye, but deeply wound the. Heart ? 
Gnin. Oh! I am loſt? I periſh! oh I'm nothing 

For when my Rheſus periſh'd I dy'd too! 

King. Ha! 
Gun. My Rheſus | O! miſerable Woman! 

How can Hutter the deſtroying found ! 

Ay me! my Rheſus, Rheſus is no more! 4 
King. How know you this? 4 
Guin, Alas ! it is too true! 1 
King. Who brought the News? g 
Gun. Behold him there! 

Ah! me! methinks I fee my Husband in him! 

King. Whence, and what is he? 
Guin A Noble Britain 
Eſcap'd the wreck ; where oh! that he had periſh'd 
Were but my Rheſus ſafe! 
King. Then he is drown'd ? 
Rhe. With Pain I aw him wraſtling with the Billows 

Deſperate of humane Help. | 
Guin, O! wretched Death! 

Unbury'd he muſt be a wandring Ghoſt 

Shut out, ay me! ſhut out from Reſt below! 

Kino, Come quit theſe fruitleſs ſorrows for the Dead 

Purſue no more with empty Love a Shadow, 

That. thinks no more of you. I long have lov'd you, 


With: 
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With a moſt conſtant, and moſt fervent Paſſion, | 
Ah! pity then a Monarch, that dies for thee ! | 1 
s Guin, Oh! my Lord there is, there is a way, 
f To touch my Heart. 
| King. Oh / name it, name it quickly! , 
J Guin, Pity the dead, and I may pity You. ; 
Ving. A Bribe like this, wou'd make me wiſh him living. | 
Guin, My Lord, | | 
* Sure I may call you ſo without a bluſh, 
> Since he is dead that had my heart, by Right, 
1 have a Boon to ask, the Grant of which 
Wou'd lay fo kind and Obligation on me 
! ſhow'd with difficulty deny you ought. 
King. Take, take my Crown! all I command be thine, 
Be thou but mine. 
Guin. Nay 1 will kneel, and. begg you by your Hopes! 
By all your wiſhes !—— 
King. Oh ! riſe! I muſt not, cannot ſee you kneel. 
Gnin, All that I ask, is but to bury Rheſus 
According to the holy Rites of Britain. 
4 King. Do it where you pleaſe in Bayonne. 
| 


Gum. It muſt be done at Sea. 
King. How ? 
Guin, Alas! I know not! 
King. O ! pleaſing Meſſenger of welcome News ! 
inform us how you bury ſhip-wreck'd Men. 
| Rheſ. According Sir, to their Abilities, * 
4 King. A King? as Rheſus? ; 
: Rheſ. For him we mult prepare 
Proviſions, Victims, Royal Robes, and Arms. 
Theſe by his Queen, and all her Orphan Children, 
From ſome ſwift Boat, muſt, with their Pray'rs and Tears, 
Be thrown into the Ocean. 
King. How far at Sea? 
Rhesſ. So far, that with an akeing Eye, you ſcarce 
From land can ſee them; that the Surges may not 
Roll back the Expiations to the Shoar. | 
King. Can't you, without your Queen, perform theſe Rites ? 
Rheſ. Without her, Sir, we but prophane the Rites, 
King. Methinks 1 wou'd not venture her ſo far, 
Leaſt the fad Ceremony awake her Love, 
And there tranſport her to ſome deſperate deed. 
Guin, Oh! my itluſtrious Lord, I needs mult go, 
Shou'd I neglect this duty to the dead, 
The dire tremendous Judgments of the Gods 
Wou'd ſwittly fall on our devoted heads, 
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And crufh us both. This is no idle Dream 
Of fond Euthuſiaſts, or the credulous Vulgar; 
But known Examples every day confirm 
The dreadful Truth. 
| King. I know not what to ſay | 
But all my fears, are only for thy ſafety. } 
Cuin. Oh! fear not that, my Lord, I wou'd have dy%4 
To've fav*d his Life; but now what wou'd my Death 
Advantage him? Oh ! then permit me, Sir, 
To pay this laſt ſad duty to his ſhade : | 
YT will teach my heart to love you as J ought. 2 
Rheſ. You ſhou'd encourage, Sir, her pious zeal ; 
Since now ſhe mult he yours. I 
King. You ſhall prevail. 
But do not wall thy Beauties, with theſe Weepings. a 
The dead are nothing, and I'll love thee more, 
Than Rheſus cou'd. Oh! give his Grave thy forrovs 
And give me all thy Heart. 
Grin, This day will ſhew how much TI love my Friends. 
Ring. Go therefore Fair one, with auſpicious Omens ! | 
If Beauty touch the Gods thou muſt prevail, 4 
If not thy Virtue ſurely cannot fail. | 
Each Watry God will ſmooth his ſtormy Brow, ' 
Melt at the Pray'rs, diſſolve at every Vow ; | 
h' unrelenting Pow'rs of Night appeaſe, 
And give at laſt thy wandring Rhe Eaſe : 
Thy grateful Victims double Jovs will gain, 
And put an end to both our ling'ring Pain; 
Our wiſh'd E{izizm:, on us both beſtow 
Mine here with thee, his with the ſhades helow. 
Rhef. O! vain, and ſhort-liv'd Joy of guilty Love! LAjide, 
King. Here, from my Breaſt let Pleaſure ſpread around! r 
And in loud Eccho's all my Joys reſound, | 
Let Mirth lit ſmiling now in every Face, 4 
And ſportive Revels fill each glad ſome Place. | 
Let penſive Envy furle no ſullen Brom, 
But ſtruggle up to hoſtile Raptures now. 
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Let every Breath, and every Voice proclaim, 's 
To every Ear, by every Tongue of Fame, 8 
That Guincer42 owns at laſt my Flame. | 
Away while I my Nuptial Pomps prepare, D 


Make haſt kind Stranger, and bring back my Fair : 
Her Rites perform'd reſtore her yielding Charms, 
And bring her ſafe to my deſiring Arms. 

Rieſ. Alot great, Sir, from out the holy Tribe, 
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Who muſt direct our boat, for pious Druids ; 
bong muſt row it. a F While Rhe ſus ſeems chooſigu a. 
King. Chooſe thy ſelf the number. Among the Druids enter Morga- 
, nius and Vaunutius it eſcap d 
the Wreck, 
unn. On what ſtrange Country has the Ocean thrown us? 
Ag. We've wander'd long among the craggy Cliffs, 
| Bewilder*d in the Night, and pathleſs Rocks. 
Mun. But now the dawning Morn has pointed us 
2 To this more certain track, we ſhall diſcover 
where *tis we are. 
Along. No matter where ſince we've loſt 
Our Force, and Joy in Rheſus ) 3 Vaun. /ooking abort ſpies Rheſus &c. 
and ſtands fixdly gazing, at "em. 
Oh! chat the Gods had but preſerv'd our King too! 
Perhaps they have! ha! what is't has ſurpriz'd thee ! 


* 
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Vim. Look look Morganius, but ſure it is a Viſion! 
Our King, and his loſt Queen ! Impoſlible ! 
Morg. *Tis he ! *tis ſhe ! Oh! wondrous Providence! 
The ſwelling Joy tranſports my raviſh'd ſoul | 


* They bath 7197 t0 Rheſus, fall down and embrace his legs, 


12 Morganius /peaks. 
O! my dear Lord! my King! moſt godlike Rheſus ! 
Pn. Wenow are ſafe indeed to find you ate ! All ftare, 
Kg. Ha! — 'm then impos'd on! Guards ſeize them all, 
g 


un. Ha hat can this mean“ 1 The ſirprize Rheſus an 
Ri. Diſarm'd! oh! curſed Chance! the reſt,and diſarm them. 
Mog. What ſtrange Event is this? 
Gr, Oh! what what has your fatal Duty done! 
King. Oh! thou ingrateful Fair ! thou baſe Impoſtor ! 
You fee the Gods declare againſt your Cunning, 
And keep a watchful Eye o're my Repoſe, 
| will conſider how to puniſh all, 
As all deſerve. (looſe, Mu and down d 
Cain. O! Godsl O! cruel fortune! thus — compos'd and thou bt fu 
dcn in the Moment of expected Bliſs, 5 
Our only hopes of Liberty / 
AMor. Oh! Sir, what have we done? 
Rheſ. Alas! Morgenits | 
Your ill tim'd Love has ruin'd all our hopes ! 
Thro' various Storms of our diſaſtrous Fortune 
Our ſhatter'd Bark, was juſt in view of ſafty ; 


* f When Fate brings You, like ſuddain furious Guſts 
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Of Adverſe Wind, that drives us out again 
To certain Wreck in the tumultuous Ocean. 
Morg. O ! curſed Fortune! 
Haun. O! deſtroying ſounds ! 
Morg. Oh ! that we'd periſh'd innocent of this 
Rheſ. Tis Fortunes Crime, not yours, then grieve no more, 
Chance may deſtroy our Happineſs, not Virtue. 
King. Captain conduct theſe Britains to the Altar 
Of injur'd Neptune, for they are his due, 
There ſtrike their Heads off and appeaſe the God. 


As they are going to bear them off, Guinoenda flies ro Rheſus 
and flings her Arms about him, 


Guin. I will go with him, whereſoever he goes. 
King. No you mult ſtay with me. 
Guin, Dead, not alive. 

will not quit my hold while I have Life. 3 Embraces him cloſe, 
Rheſ. Oh ! this, this Moment let me periſh ! Cas he does her. 
Guin, O! Tyrant ! 

Let now thy Rage be merciful, and kill us. 
King. Kill You! no, by my dear warmer hopes, 

The pleaſing Pangs, and Agonies of Love, 


Are all the Deaths I'll give thee. 
Rheſ. Gods! Gods! muſt I Hear this, and not revenge it? 


King. Ha! it ſhall be ſo——no thou ſhalt not die yer, 
But live to ſee my Nuptial Rites perform'd, 
See the fair Bride conducted to my Bed 
And to my Arms ſurrender all her Sweets ; 

See me diſſolve Raptures on her Boſom, 
And in thoſe Tortures die. 

Ref. Inſulting Tyrant! 

May Cankers eat thy guilty tongue, that utter d 
Thoſe hateful ſounds, Madneſs ſeize thy Mind, 
That form'd the foul Idea, and on thy Perſon 
| Fall all the Plagues, that Tyranny calls loud for. 

| King. Curſe on, curſe on, while 1 enjoy the Cauſe 
| Of thy vain Curſes, while I poſſes thy Queen, 
q Yes J will force her ſtubborn Beauties to me, 
Amidſt her Tears, her Curſes and her Cries, 
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Invert the Tale of Semele, and Jove B 
And in her Tempeſt will enjoy my Love. O 
Rheſ. Oh! for a ſword ! or Baslick's Killing Eye! . 

Gun. O ye juſt Pow'rs aſſiſt us! think not Tyrant 
The Gods will always ſleep, that ſeem to nod: ve 
Co 


A while they let thy Wickedneſs prevail 
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To make their Puniſhment the more illuſtrious. 
King. Away with them to the Caſtle. 
There let him wait my ſpeedy Summons. 
Guin, O! Rheſus take me with thee, or I die 
Nay by the Gods I will not live without thee. 
King. Tear'em aſunder— Death ye flaves, away - 
Guin. Oh! my Rheſus! muſt we then part for ever? 
Rhef. J will not think ſo impiouſly of Heav'n. 


They force him off, and ſhe being rent from him, 
falls to the ground. 


Guin. Oh! ſtay ! I charge you, do not bear him from me ! 
Force not my Love, my Lite, my Soul away. 

King. Riſe np, my Fair, and fee a happyer Lover. 

Gu. Oh! Rheſus! break, break, my heart ! Oh! for daggers, 
Poiſon ! any thing to end tormenting Life ! 

Why wont you kill me ? 

King. Becauſe I love you. 

Gul. If you do love me, why d'you make me wretched ? 

Ke My Love is certain, but your Ills imagin'd. 

Guin. Oh! I am miſerable, without your Pity ! 

King, How can you ask, what You refuſe to grant ? 

Cuin. Alas“ I cannot love you! 

Rig. Nor can [ 

Ceaſe to love you. 

G:in. Reaſon ſhou'd arm your Virtue *gainſt your Paſſio:. 

King. Not when my Paſſion's founded on my Reaſon. 
Why fhou'd I not be happy, when I may ? 

He knows his Pow'r but ill, that fears to uſe it. 

Gun. Be not unjuſt becauſe 'tis ia your Pow'r, 
Weare a Pioof how ſubje& Pow'r's to Chance. 

King. Therefore the Wiſe enjoy the preſent Moment, 
And ſnatch their Eliſs from Fortunes veering Hand, 

While with a ſmiling face he holds it out. 
u vain we wiſh thoſe minutes wou'd return, 
Which we by Hopes, and Fears ſupinely looſe. 
Therefore this Moment I will ſeize my joy. 
Lead to the Palace. 

Grin, O! Sir, let me implore you ! L Heels. 
By every thing that is or can be dear to you! 
Oh! by Religion! Heav'n! by all the Gods! 
do conjure you hear me—— hear me ſpeak ! 

Kg. Nothing againſt my Love Fil hear or grant. 
Your Eyes, your Face, your every Charm forbid 
Compliance with your Tongue. I will my ſelf 
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Conduct you. No 'tis in vain. They her up and force 
her gently forward (be 


firagling. | 


Enter the chief Druid. | | 


R 
Guin, O] holy Druid, by thy Gods I charge thee N 
Exert thy awful Pow'r, "and help me now, | 
Or ſtrike thy pointed dagger to my heart. 
O! will you obey his helliſh Will ! 
Have you no thoughts of Juſtice, Honor, Heav'n? 
King. Madam, ſubmit, nor Earth, nor Heav'n ſhall free you 
Guin. Yes, impious Tyrant, yes I will be free, 
PII hold my Breath, and periſh ſo, I will, 
I will; er I will ſuffer thy abhor'd embrace. 
Oh! may the Gods ſhow” r Plagues on thy curs'd Head ! 
May Agues friez thee ! and may Feavors burn thee ! 
May Leaproſies o'reſpread thy hated Body, 
And make that foul, Nd odious, as thy Mind! 
May ſuddain Ruin reach thy guilty Pow'r / 
And Rebels ſiuk thy Throne! 
King. GO Oil, go on. 
Druid. My Lord, my Lord, if you perſiſt J muſt 
Here iaterpoſe my power againſt an Outrage 
So barbarous, as this. 
King. How! dare you ſpeak ? 
Confederate with her, in her plotted Flight? | 


Enter Meſſenger in haſt. 


Hej. My Lord the King! juſt now! have diſcover'd, 
Within the Valley ncar the Caſtle Walls 
A namerous Body, gather'd to a head, 
Led on, by,, Dumnacas, they all declare 
They'l die for him, and for the injur'd Queen, 
And vow your Death. 


Enter a fecond Meſſenger. 


King. Ha! whence com'ſt thou, thus frighted ? 
a1. The Caſtle Sir's berray'd to Dammnacus, 
Which left in the Queen's Hands, he rolls this way 
The People from all ſides come pow'ring in 
And in loud ſhouts call him Deliverer, 
And then in arm'd Squadrons, join him, as he paſſes. 


King. 


CF] 


Kg. Confuſion ſeize em !—this ill-tim'd Miſchicf “ 
Compells me fawn on this imperious Prieſt, 
Whoſe Nod can calm this Tumult of the People; 
That by the diſtance of my Force grow bold. 
But when the ſtorm is, by his help, appeas'd, ? aſide, 
My Army ſhall be call'd to back my Will; 
And then no Temple ſhall withſtand my Love, | 
Nor any Dreams of fond Religion check me. } 
My DPrnid, tho* you have conſpir'd with her 
To rob me of all Happineſs in Her, 
Yet ſtill I dare confide her to your Charge, 
Secure her in the Temple from the Rage 
Of the miſguided People, then haſte to me. [7 Gives her tothe Druid. 
Druid. Religion, Juſtice, Right direct my Actions 
And thoſe oblige now to ſuccour you, 
vet I muſt ſtill declare againſt your Vices. 
King. All ſhall be mended, do bur now your Duty.— 
Come on my Souldiers, to whoſe oft try'd Valour 
Pre ow'd ſo many Triumphs, theſe home bred Foes, 
By Guilt, confuſion, Ignorance of War 
Made weak, are eaſy Prey, they can't withſtand 
Th? experienc'd Force ev'n of this little Band. 
| [Exit with Guards. 
Gun. The Gods are juſt and he muſt ſurely fall. 
Drrid. Retire to the Temple. 
Guin, Oh! no- but lead me 
Oh! lead me te my Kiſs ; to his Dungeon! 
For where he is, I there ſhall find a Palace 
Soft Beds of down, and all the Sweets of Life. 
Druid. Tis now impoſſible to lead you to him, 
The Fort beiag held by the rebellious Queen. 
Gin. Her name alarms my Fears. 
Dr:id. Fear not for him 
Her Intreſt will preſerve him. 
Guin, Well, lead me where you pleaſe, for I'm ſo wretched 
care not where I paſs thoſe fleeting Minutes, 
This ſhort Remainder of m'unhappy Life, 
vet let me thro' all Dangers go 
To find my Kheſus, or you'l know too late 
No Temple is a Guard againſt my Fate, 
[_ exeunt omnes. 


The End of the Fourth Af. 
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Orr. SEN l. 


The Grove before the Temple. 


Enter Queen and Dumnacus, with the People Arm'd. 


Dum. I Fear your Paſſion has betraid our Cauſe, 
For while we thus divide, our Pow'r is weak'n'd. 
Queen. If they will ſight, there yet remain enow 
To vanquiſh his ſmall handful; if they won't, 
Thus we ſecure at leaſt this Place of Safety; 
And there make ſure the Pledge of future Peace; 
Or if all fail the happy Means of Vengeance. 
Dum. Your Reaſon's good, Capt. ſurround the Temple; 
Place Guards at every door, and every Loop-hole ; 
Let none come out, or enter but the Queen. 
Our common Satety's built upon your Care. 


Capt. My Lord, your Orders ſhall be ſtrictly follow'd [ exit... 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. As ſoon, my Lord, as you'd drawn off theſe Forces. 
As if with you, their Soul and Courage went, 
The Reſt aſſaulted, by the furious King, 
Like Crouds of helpleſs Women fell, or fled. 
Till weary of the - Jaughter he recall'd 
His conqur'ing Troop to lead 'em againſt you. 

Dum. Curſe on their timo'rous Souls, full of proud Boaſts. 
Let him come on, I here will wait his Onſet. 


Fnter two Meſſengers. 


2. Mef. My Lord, moſt ſtrange; and moſt ſurprizing News! 
The Gods, when Mortal Aid forſook us, ſent, 
I think from heav'n new force againlt the King. 


Queen. Speak thou again, thou bring'ſt new Life, new hopes. 


2, Aleſ. Whillt in the Valley we withſtood. the King, 
The Britiſh Fleet all anchor'd in our Port, 
This by the Cambrian Pris'ners was diſcoyer'd ; 


Who 


E 


Who from the Ramparts leapt into the Sea, 

Swam all aboard, with loud Applauſe were welcom'd, 
And then, with fury, Rheſus led his Men 

To ſhore. 


wen. O! Miſchief unforeſcen! the freedom 


9 


And gave us Freedom, alarm'd with this new Terror, 
2 He drew his Guards t'oppoſe the Hritaius landing, 
lu vain— for Rage, Revenge, and Courage led em on. 


Enter a Fourth Meſſenger. 


|? Dm, What new Advice bring'ſt thou? 
4. Meſ. The King, my Lord, 

Diſpairing to oppoſe the Bririſh Pow'rs, 

& Headed by Thea, : 

Has left a Party of his Guards to face 'em: 

While he retires this way to the Temple. 
Dum. That's as my Soul cou'd wiſh, his Journey's-ended ! 
The Journey of his guilty Life here Eads, 
© The Britains preſs behind, and we before 
© Oppoſe his Flight, betwixt, us he muſt fall, 
* What more, my Daughter, cou'd our fortune give us? 


Dum. He mult be for us, for we fight his Battel. 
Qucen. Oh! no! he ner will join with us, beſure, 

wi have deſign'd his Queen's, and Children's Deaths, 
It he prevail, I doubly am undone; ] 
J looſe my Vengeance, and I looſe my Love 

He, that in Dungeons cou'd my Love deſpiſe, 

What will he do with Conquelt on his Sword? 

bear off in Triumph, my deteſted Rival! | 


And leave me here, lighted ! ruin'd ! wretched. 
n! Gods! I cannot, bear that Thought! —— 
lo to the Temple Vil this Moment flie ; 
There ſeize my Victim, and before I die, 

A with this hand my Rival will remove, 

And Rheſus ſo, as well, as I ſhall prove 

The Pangs of my Deſpair, that durſt deſpiſe my Love. ] 


3 
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Enter King, and Soldiers with their Swords drawn. 


4 King. My fellow-Soldiers, 
#1 :e Foe, you ſee, is but a Nerveleſs Limb 
Ot thoſe tame Rebels, you but now have beaten. 


My fondneſs gave him, has undone my hopes! $ Aide 
3. Meſ. This the King hear'd while we were Priſ'ners led, 


Queen. What more! good Gods! what worſe cou'd happen! 


aſide 
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3 ne Foe behind, that like a roaring Torrent 4 
Comes rolling on you, with a ſwitt Deſtruction, 
Has left thro” theſe our only way to Safety, 3 
The only paſſage to my conquering Army. 


Enter chief, Druid, with 2 troop of Druids, and holy Banners. 


Dum. Fall on my Friends. | 
Chief Drnid. Ha! Rebel! dare you view theſe awful Banners? 
Theſe conſecrated Robes ? theſe holy Wreaths ? 
And know the Doom that dwells upon my Tongue, 
Yet ſtand in Arms againſt your King, and me? 
Dum. I'm not his Subject but an injur'd King. 
Druid. Lay down your Arms Rebels cre I curſe ye, 
And pour th' avenging Plagues of angry Heav'n 
On all your impious heads, tis I "tis Heav'n, 
That ſummon your Obedience ! quir, forſake 
Fly that Ingrateful inſtantly—or—— 
Dum. Hell, and Furies! this canting Dotard routs me! 
Will you be aw'd from Liberty, by Words? 
Aſſeſs ; Dolts ;— fall on — Liberty! Liberty 


None come forward but Dumnacus, who advancing to attaque 
the Druid, and the King is Immed:atly kilPd. 


Dum. Confuſion ſeize you all! Pm ſlain D Falls. 
L when he is falPn,] Ye abject Wretches ! 
Who durſt not ſtrike one Blow for all your Wiſhes ! 
How you cou'd mutter *gainſt your vile Oppreſlions ; 
Talk big in Corners what your Swords ſhou'd do 
For Liberty, and Eaſe. But when, like Men 
You ſhou'd do ſomething Worthy ſuch bold Threats, 
You quake, and tremble, you are by Nature ſlaves. 
So may you link beneath your Burdens all“ 
Domeltic Plagues conſume you ! home-bred Feuds 
Deſtroy you all! Confin:meat, Poverty, 
And all the Curſes of a Tyrants Reigu 
Be— ſtill your Lot— h 

King Bear off his Body. 


L Dies. 
[They bear ii off. 


Enter ſome Soldiers fiying. 


Soldiers. Flie, flie, my Lord, the furiuos Britains come. 

King. Turn, Souldiers, turn! You that have Vanquiſh'd Romans 

Flie not from Britains. 1 4 
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Againſt Invaders now defend your Country. 


Ch. Druid. Save You your Country, and reſtore their Queen. 


King. Reſtoring her, we looſe a Pledge of Safety. 
Ch. Druid. Reſtore you her, and I'll enſure your Safety. 
King. Ha! Traytor! thou enſure our Safety! 

Then thou'rt Confedrate with thy Countries Foes ! 

Pegon, thou, and thy venal Tribe begon ; 

Begon, I fay, e're my juſt Vengeance, reach you. 


Ch. Druid. Yes, we will go— but here too late thou'lt wiſh us, 


To ſhield thee from the Wrath of angry Heaven! 


Enter Rheſus, and Britains drivins in the Gauls 
5 S 
flying before them. 


Rheſus advancing toward the Ning, as his men do toward the Gaulsd. 


Rhej. Oh! art thou found again? 

What greater Fear made inſecuie thy flight? 

And fixt thee here, no more t'eſcape my Sword ? 
Kg. Hold Britains hear me; for it much imports you, 
Ref. What wou'dſt thou ſay? 

| Kivp. Return, with ſpeed return! 


Flic to your ſhips this moment, while you may; 
| My conqu'ring Army comes, till when this Paſs 
with eaſe We can maintain againſt your Fury. 


When they arrive, no Britain 1 will ſpare. 
{bef. Peace, Vanquiſh'd Gar!, nor think to brow-beat Brit ain. 
When ever Love, or Glory leads us on 
The Ga/ic Nation is too weak to [top us. 
Kino, Hold yet your Swords; and once more hear me ſpeak! 
Pleſ. Vain Trifler, I've no time to cally, 
King, Hold! 
or your firſt Blow gives Cuinoenda Death. 
Ref, Ha! — 
Thon can'ſt not be ſo baſe, to kill a Woman? 
Kg. Depend on that, and ſee her bleed this Momenz 
Nheſ. Thou ſay'ſt thou lov'ſt her, 
Ning. Better far than thou do'ſt. 
. And yet woud it kill her? 
Ko. Rather, than ſee her thine; becauſe I love her. = 
Nheſ. No, no, thy ſeif alone thou lov'ſt, not her. 
eg. The Love of bot s ſo join'd, I can't divide them, 
Rhe. If you lov'd her, you'd ſeek her Happiness. 
King. But with my ſeit not thee. 
Ref, With thee, ſhe's wretched. 


Ring 


You that love Liberty ——— Lo the Peopie 


[ Exeunt Druids, 
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King. That yet ſhe knows not; give her time to try, 
Rheſ. Dar'ſt thou thus provoke he? 
King. Why not ? provoke tice ? 
What Terrors do'ſt thou fancy, that thou wear'ſt ? 
In mortal Duel I have vanquiſd Romans, 
In League with Fortune, and the parual Gods, — 
How can I then fear thee ? of 
Rheſ. Come boaſt no more what thou hait done but do, 
What er with Romans thou haſt done, thou dar'ſt not 
Attaque a Bruiſh King. 
King. Dare not? 
Rhe ſ. Dare not. 
I will forgoe the Odds my Fort:!..2 gives me, 
And on this ſingle Arm repoſe Succeſs. 
Thy Quarrel is unjuſt, and all thy own; 
Spare then thy Men; I dare thee to the Combate. 
King. Oh! that thou durſt but do this! 
Rhe. Tis thy Fear, —— 
Thy Fear alone, that makes thee ſeem to doubt it. 
Thy tim'rous Heart confiding in mean Wiles 
Thou fear'ſt to truſt thy Love to thy own Proweſs. 
King. I'm all on fire to plerce thy haughty Boſome. 
Rheſ. My fellow Soldiers, and my Country-men. * 
When Public Good, or Safety calls, you all Fl 
Shall ſhare my Dangers : but my private Wrongs 
I will revenge my Self. For I ſhow'd bluſh 
On thoſe to laviſh Subjects, ſuch as Vou. 
Not one of you advance to my Afiiitance 
"Tis my Command. [ 70 the Britains. 
King. You I command the ſame. [ to the Gauls. 
Come on; for Love and Guinoenda ! 
Have at thy heart ſo ſwell'd with Pride of Virtne, 
As if thou wert a God! come this to try — 
Rheſ. Come on Deſpiſer of Heroic Virtue, 


2 
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They F gli and the King falls, 


Kirg. Ha! to me indced, thou art immortal ! 
I feel Deaths Icy Hand about my heart! 
O! Guinozmdal— oh! —— DL Dies. 
Rheſ. Bear your King's Body hence. DL To the Gauls. 


The Gauls bear off the Ning Body. 


Rheſ. Let not Injuſtice ever think to proſper, 
For ſoon or late the watchiul Gods o' retake it, 
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So periſh all the foes of Britain! 

Now, my brave friends, advance we to the Temple 

There ow the Gods the dear Reward to gain 

The Aim of all our Toil, the End of all our Pain. 

L Exeunt Omnes. 


SCENE II. Changes to the Inſide of the Temple. 


Guinoenda, Queen and Attendants with a Bowl. &c. 


Queen. Falſe is your Grief for what you moſt deſire ;, 
Common deluſive Arts of Woman kind, 

Ill therefore hid from me. Your boaſted Love 
Avoids this teſt, where ſubtle Art is vain 3 

The pow'r you know is mine; within my hands 
Your husbands Life, a forfeit to that Pow'r, 
And only for your ſake, your Guilt in danger. 
If therefore you this Minute drink this Bowl 
Rheſus is free, if not this Moment ends him. 

Grin, Swear by the God then of this awful Temple, 
Who, if thou art perjur'd, may revenge me on thee, 
He ſhall be free, as ſoon as I have drank it. 

Queen. I ſwear by Hermes, Rheſus ſhall be free 
When thou haſt drank it. 

Guin, Haſt, and give it me. 
O! Pow's ſevere! let here your Anger ceale ; 

Your Indignation let my Death appeaſe; 
Purſue no farther my unhappy Race ! 
Give me the welcome draught, that ends my Woes, 


And gives my Rheſus Life. [ſhe drinks. 


This is a Cordial to my ſickly Fortunes. 

Qu. And to mine. — ſince, by my ſuperiour Genius, 
Thou now art fal'n, thy Rheſus ſhall be free, 
But free for me; —— 


For know I love him, and he ſhall be mine. 


Let that torment thee. —_— 
Guin, If he be free, that fear will ne'r diſturb me: 
For well I know the torture will be thine, 
If it be true, that thou do'ſt love him; for 
He will loath thy Love. | 
Qucen. Believe not that, my Charms are not ſo weak. 
Gui. Too weak you'l find to win a heart from me. 
Queen. Oh! be not vain of my fond Husbands Dotage; 
Nor think I ſhine with ſuch a beamleſs fire, 
| G 
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But I can warm your Rheſus to deſire. 
Tho' my dull King my pointed Charms declin'd, 
Twas thro” the baſeneſs of his vulgar Mind, 
For my exceſs of Brightneſs made him blind. 
Like bird Obſcene, he took his guilty flight, 
From my fierce day to thy bleak dusky Night; 
Pleas'd with thy ſickly Rays of inoffenſive Light. 
But Rheſus like the Royal Bird of Fore, 
When from thy Gloom, he ſees Me roll above, 
Will ſhoot, with Joy, up to my Sun of Love. 
Guin. Let him be happy, and I have my Aim. 
Qucen. Can you ſo calmly then reſign your Claim? 
No, no, thro” this J your Deſpair can fce. 
Guin. That's only by the guilty felt, like thee. 
Why does thy feeble Malice toil in vain ? 
Thou hurts not me with all thy bootleſs Pain. 
Unable my impaſſive Mind to wound, 
Back on thy ſelf th' envenom'd darts rebound. 
The Shrubs below thee may thy Tempeſt fear, 
I move above thee in too high a Sphere. 
Survey beneath me thy vain Storm of Soul, 
And ſmile to ſee thy Mimic T hunders roll. 
Queen. O] pompous Shew of Virtue not?thy own! 
O! fulſome dawb too artleſly laid on! 
Thro' the diſguiſe thy ſwarthy Soul appears; 
Thy awker'd Courage but betrays thy Fears 
To leave him here with me, while thou muſt go 
Deſerted to the diſmal Shades below. 
Guin. Oh! I ſhall go where thou ſhalt never come, 
By Crimes ſecure of a ſeverer Doom. 
Thy droſſy Soul ſinks. to profoundeſt Hell, 


And there *mid fiery Floods, and ſhud'ring Ice muſt dwel ; 


No reſpit to thy Pains, thro? all the Round, 

Of vaſt Eternity will e're be found. 

While I paſs forward to thoſe bleſt Abodes, 
Where Souls refine, and ripen into Gods. 

Wait there a while the coming of my Love, 

Then with united Virtue upward move, 

Together, to the ſtarry Realms above. — 

But I ſhou'd husband better my laſt breath; 

This ſcantling Moment lent by Miſer Death, 

To begg the Gods, that they when I am dead, 
Wou'd ſhow'r their Bleſſings on my Rbeſus's head; 
Againſt all Evils wou'd his Guardians be ; 

Againſt the worſt of Exils, againſt thee. 


Go from her and goes and 
hneels down at the Altar. 


[ 43 ] 


Queen. What art thou gone? ſtay I command thee ſtay, 


I will not let thee have the Eaſe to pray; 

I will not leave thee till I've ſeen thee die, 

Before my feet beheld thee gaſping lie, 

And with th? expir ing Pangs, have fed my longing Eye. 


Enter Meſſenger. 


3- Meſſ. Madam | 
The doubtful Iſſue of the War's decided. 
The King is dead, and Oh ! that I cou'd fay 
The King alone | 

Queen. Hold—if what thou haſt to ſay, 
Be not fo pleaſing, let me never hear it. 
In one bleſt Moment both my foes deſtroy'd! 
My Barrs to happineſs; my Source of Pain! 
As yet I have no motive of Complaint. 
l ſee a boding grief fixt on thy Brow, 
That checks my Joy, and with a ſullen gloom, 
Foretells a tempelt near, to wreck this Joy. - 
Well let it break— the hideous burſt muſt come, 
And fate has arm'd me 'gainſt the dreadful Blow. 
Thou wert ſtill near my Father; ſay, where is he? 
How does he? is he well? Conquers ? or is vanquiſh'd ? 
' Mc. Alas! I fear to tell, what you muſt know, 

He's dead ! 

Queen. Ha! blaſted be thy tongue, as my hopes are ! 
The Arm, that flew him, and that Coward Herd 
That did fo ill defend his Godlike Life ! 

Me. Your Curſes are foreſtall'd, the King, who flew him, 
Fell next himſelf: And conquering Rheſus comes 

To bear his Queen in triumph from this Place. 
| Omeen. Slave, not ſo loud, leaſt ſhe ſhou'd taſt this joy, 
Before ſhe die,—— But Kheſus comes too late, 

Thanks to my ſtars, too late, to reſcue her! 

But oh! my fortune, like a Miſers Gift, 

 Shews penury of Soul ev'n in it's Bounty 

My Pow'ris loſt, all N of Pow'r are gone! 
And with thoſe hopes, all hopes of love, and Glory. 


Nature, and fortune were at mighty Odds 
When I was form'd; Nature gave vaſt deſires 
Fortune but ſcanty ſcraps of ſhort Succeſs, 

To mike my fatal diſappointments greater 

O. Love! Ambition! Duty! Father! Rheſus ! 
What ſeveral ways you drag my tortur'd heart! 
And quite disjoint my Soul ! 
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[ 44 ] 
Enter Rheſus, Druids, Britains, and Arrendants. 


Meſſ. Madam the Cambrian King. 

Qucen. ] muſt reſolve. 
I have no time to argue with my fortune. 
Ambition, Love deny me life without him! 
He ſhall be mine, or periſh with me, here. 
Ch. Druid to m— Pardon me, Royal, Sir, my Grief's his due 
as they come forward. $ He was my King, the laſt of his great houſe ;, 
Shard in my Blood, and till this fatal love, f 
Did nought unworthy his illuſtrious Race. 
The Crown h' has left me is alas a Burden ! 

Rf. Your Grief is juſt, as all your actions are; 
And I ſhou'd ſhare your pions Woe, but that » 
My heart's ſo full of Joy, that I approach 
To end my Guincenda fears, I can not think 
Of ought that's ſid. 

Qucen. My Lord, I hope Succeſs 
Will not deſtroy your Juſtice 
I muſt one Moment, interrupt your Wiſhes, 
By ſtaying you to know the tate of mine. 

Kheſ. May all your juſter Wiſhes prove ſucceſsful! 

Queen. You are a niggard in your Pray'r, my Lord, 
And with a large Reſerve, you choak your Bounty ; 
While you will judge the Juſtice of my Wiſhes. 
But fure theyr'e juſt when they end all in you! 
know a Woman, ſhou'd not ſay ſhe loves; 
But lam preſt too cloſe, by fate, to wait 
The artful forms of tedious Ceremony, 
To introduce a truth, I can't conceal, 

Rheſ. Madam, there's none ſo great or fortunate 
But wou'd be proud to wear the pleaſing Chains 
Of ſuch a charming Beauty. 
But I was born for Grincenda only, 
And her alone can love. 

Oucen, But were ſhe dead? 

Ref. Far be 
The fatal Suppoſition! yet, ev'n then 
couꝰ e love none but her, but on! much rather 
Pd die ay ſelf; Id rather che whole ſex : 
But, Madam, harbour no ſuch fatal thought, | 
Oh! let not that betray you to attempt 
Ought agaiuſt, her, for by the Gods 1 ſwear þ 
No expiation ſhall abſolve your Guilt, 
Or er upperſe my wild, deſtroying Vengeance, 


Qu ent 


| 
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Queen. Be not too proud, and Vain of your ſucceſs; 
Our Army, now approaching, owns my Cauſe ; 
We have a Nation, to ſupply our loſſes, 
You but a Mudfal, far from all relief. 
Be wiſe, and ſaatch the lucky, offer'd Moment, 
Rheſ. Threats are but vain, for fear ne'r reach'd my heart, 
And therefore, 1 muſt tell you Madam, 
There's ſomething fatal in you ſhocks my Nature, 
Like ſuddain Illneſs in the mid'ſt of health. 
Your very light has damp'd my riſing Joy. 
All coatraries in Nature may unite, 
Sooner, than we, 
Cree. Am I ſo loathſom then? 
Kheſ. Death, and Grineenda I wou'd chooſe 
Before an.Empire, with the faireſt She, * 
That e'r was vain of Beauty, Proud of Pow'r. 
Queen, Inſenſible, dull man, take then thy Wiſh, 
And let the Grave unite you. ſtabs her ſelf. 
Ha! diſappointed / 
Here at leaſt I'm right. 
Rheſ Wreſt the dagger from her. 
teen. Your Malice there's too impotent; tis done 
Obedient Death relieves me from a light, 
My ſick'ning ſoul wou'd ake at; her vaſt Joy 
At thy Embraces ; but it ſhall be ſhort, 
Short it ſhall be; yes fleeting, as my hopes were 
But then the Racks and Tortures that ſucceed 
Oh ! double may they be, and long ! that ſight, 
Whoſe Image ſo delights my Rage, I fain 
Wou'd live to ſee but oh! — it wo'not— be L ares, 


Guinoenda riſes and is led forward. 


Ch. Druid. Remove her curſed body, that polluted 
Our holy Temple with this hateful Murder. 

Guin, Methought I heard my Rheſzss melting Voice 
The charming Lure brought down my mounting Soul 
That like a falcon towr'd aloft to'ards Heav'n. 

Ha what fatal Scene is this! 

Rheſ. My Lite! my Guinoenda | 
Let not that fight now interrupt thy Joy. 

The Gods at laſt have ſnatch'd us from ill fortune, 
See here my noble Britains, all arriv'd / 
The King fell by my Sword, the furious Queen 


By her own hand, ev'in in this facred Temple, 
| * niet. 


$ Offers 10 ſtab him being hinder d. 
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Guin. The Gods are juſt, and in the very Place 


Have puniſh*d her offence. It is enough . 
"Tis happineſs enough to ſee thee free, 
To have thee by me while I am expiring, 


*Twas all I had to ask my cruel Stars. ; 
Rheſ. Talk not of death, now danger is remov'd. | 
Now every God looks down, and ſmiles upon us 
 Bleſſes our Love, our Conſtancy, and Truth. 
Guin. Ah! dream no more of happineſs with me! 
For I have drank a draught, will quickly ſhew, 
None lov'd ſo well, and yet was fo unhappy ! 
Rheſ. Now heav'n forbid ! what has thy Madneſs done? 
Guin, The Queen juſt now propos'd this fatal choice, 
To live without my Rheſus, or die for him. 
1 cou'd not long delib'rate which to chooſe 
But on her Oath to ſave your Lite, I drank 
The fatal Bowl. 
Rheſ. Oh! unexpected! oh! too cruel Treachery! 
Run all to ſeek ſome help, ſome Antidote. 
My Kingdom for her Cure. 
Guin, It will not be! 
[ find it ſpread thro? every vital part, 
And to my heart it takes its chilling journey. 
Rheſ. Is this heav'n's care of Innocence, and truth! 
Ch. Druid. Be patient. 
Rheſ. Tell me not of Patience 
Were I on the Rack, nrextended limbs 
Disjointed, my Bones all cruſh'd 1n pieces, 
I might bear that, wichout a groan, or pang ; 
But oh! this Rack of Soul cannot be born! 
Guin. Ah ! grieve not thus ! 
That adds a double terror to my fate. , 
Rheſ. O! Guinoenda ! I am vaſtly wretched ! 
Guin, Ha! now I feel the fatal gripe of death! 
Support my ſinking body in thy Arms. 
O ! glorious Sun! O!“ quickly ſetting Beams“ 
Setting to me for ever! O! ye Spheres ! 
That roll above with animating fires ! 
Rheſ. They ſee us both moſt wretched. 
Guin, O! vital Air,! O! Earth! O! Britiſh Manſions! 
O! genial Bed! that ! ſhall ne'r ſee more [ declines her head. 
Rheſ. Lift up u ti y beauteous head, my Love, nor leave me! 
But move tlie Gods, that can do all, to Pity. — 
Grin. In 73:0 7 in vain, I ſee the grizly Terror. 
With hideous Importunity, it waits 
To waft me over to th' eternal ſhades. 
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Rheſ. O! diſmal Sounds! O woes too vaſt to bear! 
Guin. Haſte ſet me down, my feet will not ſupport me; 
And a dark Night ſlides, on my languid Eyes |! 

Rheſ. O! miſerable Rheſus! oh! words more piercing, 
And far more terrible, than Death it ſelf ! 
Oh! thon art grown ſo much a part of me, 
That on thy fate my life, and Death depend. 

Guin. | have prefer'd thy ſafety to my Own. 
might have liv'd ; but choſe to die for you 
For rob'd of you, indeed I cou'd not live. 
Oh ! then my Rhe, grant my laſt Requeſt. 

Rheſ. Oh! Name it quickly, that I may have life 
To grant it. 

Guin, Where are my Children? call them 
To take a ſad farwel of their poor Mother. 

Kheſ. O Guinoenda! ſure my heart will burſt ! 
Oh ! take vs both, ye Gods, or ſpare her life. 


Enter Children. 


Guin. I know you love theſe little Ones, as I do, 
Be tender of their Childhood, guard their Youth ; 
For I am leaving them! this Moment leaving them 
For ever leaving theſe dear pretty Orphans. 

Farwel, my Children, may you both be happy, 
More happy, than your Father, or your Mother ! 
Ah! love my Memory, as I have lov'd thee! 

Rheſ. Coud'ſt thou reſign thy life for me, and think, 
I er cou'd ceaſe to love thee! O! ye Gods! 

Who have ordain'd this fatal Tryal, witneſs ! 
How much I love my Guinoenda! yes 

While this wretched Remnant of my Life 

( Which ſure ſuch Woes will ſhorten ) does remain 
Thee only I will love, and think on thee alone 

And when kind fate ſhuts up my gloomy day 

ln everlaſting Night, within one Grave 

| will lie by thee ! no fate ſhall ever part us, 

Guin. Here from my hands receive theſe charming Pledges 
Ah! be their Mother too, as well as Father! 

Rhef. Alas! there's a Neceſſity for that / 

Grin. Ah ! now, my Rheſus now I die! 

Rhef. Oh! take me with thee, for I will not live! 

Gur, Ah live! theſe looſe enough, in looſing me ! 


Rhef. O! Gods! O! Fates what! Treaſure you take from me! 


Gum. A leaden number falls upon my Eyes! 
&vef. Oh! leave memot ! forſake not your poor Children !- 
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uin. Not willingly: but Oh! farwel! 
Rhe /. Ah! look but on us! | 
Guin, Im going! * 
Rheſ. Ah: leave us not 
Guin, Farwel ! DL dies, 
Rheſ. O! wretched Rheſus | ſpeak once more! 
Stay but, a Moment ! take, ah! take me with thee, 
Oh! Oh!— L He jt ands fi vt, and gazing on her. 
Mainſe. O! Mother! hear me ſpeak to me; *tis I © 
Tis J call on you; *tis I that kiſs your lips, 
And preſs your hands, O] my dear Mother! 
Tyr. Alas! my Siſter you call in vain on her, 
That cannot hear you now, we both muſt ſhare 
This Woe, for both have loſt the beſt of Mothers! 
Rheſus fazr-T It fhall be ſo! — we'l be inter'd together? 
Ing up. Fate cou'd not part our Loves, nor ſhall our Bodies. 
Ch. Druid. My Lord be patient : bear it like a man, 
Rheſ. O! Druid! ſhe was the tendereſt Wife! 
So good ! fo ſoft! fo loving! Gods! Oh! Gods! 
Yet ſhe is dead ! by helliſh Treachery dead ! 
The beſt of Women lain by the moſt Wicked! 
Ch. Druid, We all are born to die. 
Rheſ. Why do I live then? 
O! Gainoenda! muſt I live without thee! 
Ch. Druid. Remove her hence, the Sight too much diſturbs him! 
Rheſ. You ſhall not take her from me 
By Heav'n I will not part with her, *till death 
Has made me like her. No I will hold her 
Preſs her cold body faſt within my Arms; 
Unweary'd gaze on her benighted Eyes; 
And *mid ten thouſind tender ardent Kiſſes, 
Breath a new Life into her. —— 
Here I will fix immoveably faſt 
Till I've transfus'd my Soul into her Body ! — _. 
I feel it on the Wing already.— U faints away, 
Ch. Druid Go bear him gently to my Bed, [ they bear beth . 
And take peculiar Care of his recovery. 
Be comforted, my Boy, thy Father lives. 
And Fate foredooms him a more glorious Death. 
The Gods prepare him by this mighty Tryal, 
For Deeds iluſtrious as his future Race. 
Thy Mother might have longer life enjoy'd 
But ne'r cou'd with ſuch Glory have expir'd 
The Phœnuix of her Sex, the only Wife; 
That for her Husband, durſt reſign her Life. 
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Hr. Sorrows begann 
Revenge will be more worthy me, than Tear! 
feel unuſual Vigour in each Nerve | * 
The godlike Genius of my drooping Father, 
Shook from his Breaſt by his prevailing Sorrows, 
Doubly informs my Soul, and fires my Blood. 
Come on my Brit an. 

Unſheath your Swords, and with wide-waſting fury, 
Fly to revenge your Queen, as Britians ſhou'd ; 

As Britains will when eyer Gaul ſhall wrong them. 
Burn kill, deſtroy, that, all around, the Shrieks, 
And Groans of dying Garls, may rend the Skies, 
Till Rheſus ſtarting at the gladſom Sound, 2 | 
With ſullen Joy ſurveys our» dreadful Deeds, & 
Leaps from his languid grief, to join our Rage, 
To ſhare the early Glory of his Son 
And ſo compleat the Vengeance, we begun. 


Ch. Druid The Gods, the Gods ſpeak in 
The happy State of Bayonne's near expiring 
For humane Greatneſs has its ſtated tine, 
This days Events moſt plainly proves this Truth. 

Invain we ſeek for, happineſs below ! 

We chaſe a Shadow, court an empty Shew ! 

Like the falſe flame, that fleets before our Sight, 

Amid the gloomy Vapours of the Night, 1 
It gives us here but an alluring glance; | 

A fickle Pleaſure, mixt too much with Chance. 

The Soul purſues it with impetuons Love; 

But ne'r will find it, 'till arriv'd above. 


FINIS. | 
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EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Mrs. Porter. 


' 
Written by Mr. Burnaby. 


UR Author here, has treated you to day 
With a dul, Moral, out of faſhion Play, 
re he wouw'd teach you Trifles you deſpiſe, 
To ſerve your Country——and to love—— your Wives | 
Some Likelyhood he'd given each Pretenſion 
Had this a Settlement, and that a Penſion, 
A Wife he makes a plain, dull, faithful Creature, 
I thought a Poet always Copy d Natare | 
None ; 4 Sot in this Eloping Age 
Wou'd think to make us honeſt on the Stage! 
True to ones Husband \ tis a rueful Dit 
When Seperation's got into the City. 
And who e'r thought to = a Ch e {0 ſad 
The Play-houſe Sober, and the C yay” - 
Within the Walls this Thought has Miſchief in't 
For ſbou'd each ſolid Cuckold take the Hint 
And bring his Horns, in open Court, and try ler, 
Divorce wou'd ſeize more houſes, than the Fire! 
- Poor Women every Way lead wretched Lives 
Tou hate Grace is us, yet force it in your Wives. 
Thus the ſame Fate, by different Ways both find : 
We ſtarve by being honeſt, they for bring kind. 
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Ede Roman Hiſtory fromthe building the City to“ the Remer 


of the Imperial Seat by Conſtantine the Great, in 2 Vol. 
2. Char on of Wiſdom in 3 Books, tranſlated by Dr. Stanhope. 
3. Revolution in Sueden, written by the Abbot Yerror, 


4. A Relation of a Voyage made in the years 1695, 1 On 
e Coaſt of Ajrica, Streights of Magellan, Brafil, Cagema, and the Au- 
„le, by a Squadron of French Men of War, under the Command of M. 
le Cennes, By the Sieur Forger, Voluntier-Engineer on board the Engliſb 
on. Illuſtrated with divers — Figures, drawn to the Life. 

5. The Modeſt Critic, or Remarks on the moſt eminent Hiſtorians, 
ancient and modern; with uſeful cautions and inſtructions as well for 
riting as reading Hiſtory wherein the ſenſe of the greateſt men on this 
ubject is faithfully abridg'd, by one of the Society of the Port Royal. 

6. Poems on ſeveral occaſions written in imitation of the manner of A.- 
reon, With other Poems, Letters, and Tranſlations, by Mr. Oldmixon. 

7. The whole comical works of Monſieur Scarron containing his comi- 
al Romance of 22 in 4 parts compleat, all his Novels and 
iſtories, His ſelect ers Characters a great part of which never be- 
bre in Engliſh tranſſated by Mr. Tho. Brown, Mr. Savage and others. 

8. Hiſtory of the Revolution in Portugal in the year 1640, or an ac- 
ount of their Revolt from Spain and ſetting the Crown on the Head of 
Don Johm of Barganza father to Don Pedro, the preſent King and Ca- 
my Sw Dowager of England, written by the Abbot Yertox and 
ade Engliſh, 
The uſefulneſs of the Stage, to the happineſs of Mankind to Govern- 
ent and to Religion, occaſion d by a late Book writ by Feremy Collier, 
I. A. by Mr. Dennis . ; 

9 Dr. Sydenham's compleat method of curing almoſt all diſcaſes, and 
ſcription of their Symptoms; to which are now added, 5 diſcourſes 

the ſame Author, concerning the 8 Gout, 3 
ſion, Dropſy, and Rheumatiſm. Abridg'd and faithfully tranſlat 
tof the Original Latin, with ſhort and uleful notes on the former 
itten by 1 Phyſician, and never before Printed; the 


lition. 


10. The art of preſerving and reſtoring Health, explaining the Nature 
| Cauſes of the Aenpers that afflict ad Alſo ſhewing that e- 

man is, or may be his own Phyſician, To which is added, a Tres- 
of the moſt ſimple and effectual Remedies for the diſeaſes of Men and 
men, —— in French by F Hammend M. D. and faithfully tranſla- 
into | 
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THE 


Spoken by Mrs. Porter. 


* 
Written by Mr. Burnaby. 


UR Author here, has treated you to day 
With 4 dull, Moral, out of faſhion Play. 

re he wou'd teach you Trifles you deſpiſe, 

To ſerve your Country——and to love—— your Wives | 
Some Liketyhood he'd given each Pretenſion 

Had this a Settlement, and that a Penſion. 

A Wife he makes a plain, dull, faithful Creature, 
I thought a Poet always Copyd Nature | 

None hos a Sot in this Eloping Age 
Wou'd think to make us honeſt on the Stage 1 
True to ones Husband  *tis a rueful Ditty | 

When Seperation's got into the City. 

And who e'r thought to ſee a Change ſo ſad 

The Playchouſe Sober, and the City Mad! 

Within the Walls this Thought has Miſchief in't 
For ſbou' d each ſolid Cuckold take the Hint 

And bring his Horns, in open Court, and try ler, 
Divorce wou'd ſeize more houſes, than the Fire! 

- Poor Women every Way lead wretched Lives 
Tou hate Grace is us, yet force it in your Wives. 
Thus the ſame Fate, by different Ways both find : 
We ſtarde by being honeſt, they for being kind. 
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Books Printed for R. Parker, ander the Royal Exchange 
in Cornhil. | 


Chard's Roman Hiſtory from the building the City to the Removal 
E of the Imperial Seat by Conſtantine the Great, in 2 Vol. 

2. Char on of Wiſdom in 3 Books, tranſlated by Dr. Stanhope. 

3. Revolution in Sueden, written by the Abbot Vertot, tranſlated by 
* D. IS 1 ä On 
elation of a Voyage made in the years 1695, 1696, 1 
e Cuaſt of Africa, Strep ts of Magellan, Brafi Cagenna, By An- 
le, by a Squadron of French Men of War, ander the Command of M. 
de Gennes, By the Sieur Forger, Voluntier-Engineer on board the Engl:iſb 

Falcon. Illuſtrated with divers ſtrange Figures, drawn to the Life. 

5. The Modeſt Critic, or Remarks on the moſt eminent Hiſtorians, 
ancient and modern; with uſeful cautions and inſtructions as well for 
writing as reading Hiſtory wherein the ſenſe of the greateſt men on this 
ſubject is faithfully abridg'd, by one of the Society of the Port Royal. 

6. Poems on ſeveral occafions written in imitation of the manner of 
acreon, With other Poems, Letters, and Tranſlations, by Mr. Oldmixon. 

7. The whole comical works of Monſieur Scarron containing his comi- 
cal Romance of Stage Players, in z parts compleat, all his Novels and 
Hiſtories, His ſele& Letters Characters a great part of which never be- 
fore in Englith tranſlated by Mr. Tho. Brown, Mr. Savage and others. 

8. Hiſtory of the Revolution in Portugal in the year 1640, or an ac- 
count of their Revolt from Spain and ſetting the Crown on the Head of 
Don John of Barganza father to Don Pedro, the ou King and Ca- 
5 Dowager of England, written by the Abbot Vertox and 
made Engliſh, 

The uſefulneſs of the Stage, to the happineſs of Mankind to Govern- 
ment and to Religion, occaſion d by a late Book writ by Jeremy Collier, 
M. A. by Mr. Dennis . | 

9 Dr. Sydenham's compleat method of curing almoſt all diſeaſes, and 
deſcription of their Symptoms; to whieh are now added, 5 diſcourſes 
of the ſame Author, concerning the W Gout, Hylterica 
Paſſion, Dropſy, and Rheumatiſm. Abridg'd and faithfully tranſlat 
out of the Original Latin, with ſhort and uleful notes on the —— 
5 by a Learned Phyſician, and never before Printed; the 

ition. 

10. The art of preſerving and reſtoring Heal th, explaining the Nature 
ſand Cauſes of the diſtempers that afflict Mankind. Alſo ſhewing that e- 
very man is, or may be his own Phyſician, To which is added, a Tres- 
tiſe of the moſt ſimple and effectual Remedies for the diſeaſes of Men and 
Women, Written in French by 7 Hammond M. D. and faithfully tranſla- 
ed into Engliſh. : 
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* Plays — Iro 15 * en J. „ TI 
ter MAN Comedy by Mr. 22 
Intrigues at Yerſ:iles or a Jilt in all Humours by Mr. Din fey., 
Novelty _ Act a Play 7 Mr. A7 
Beauty in Diſtreſs a Tragedy... '' * * Js LO... 
Plot and no Plot a. Comedy 865 Mr. Derm; 
Iphigenia a Tragedy | 4 | 3 
Loves laſt ſhift, or the Fool in Faſhion a Comedy. [ Mr: Ch 
Loves makes a man or the Fops fortune. ; Y Nix. Siber. 
Agnes de Caſtro a Tragedy by a young Lady. 

Negle&ed Virtue a Tragedy. 

Unhappy, Kindneſs a Tragedy. | 
Meaſure for- Meaſure a Cy alter'd from Beaument,and Fletcher by 
Mr. Gilden. TS 1 a 18 

Amintas a Paſtoral 

The Grove or Loves Paradice an Opera, 
| Newly Publiſhed 

The Advancement and Reformation of Modern Poetry. - A Critical 
Diſcourſe, in two parts. The firſt, ſhewing that the Principal Reaſon 
why the Ancient excel'd the Moderns in the greater Poetry, was becauſe 
they mix'd Religion with Poetry. The ſecond Proving that by joining 
Poetry with the Religion Reveal'd: to us in ſacred Writ, the Modern 
Poets might come to equal the Ancients. By Mr. Dennis. Printed for 
R. Parker at the VUnicon under the Piazza of the Royal Exchange 1071, 


Books and Plays printed for and ſold by Geo. Strahan. 


[ by Mr. Oldinin 


Mountaigns Eſſays 3 voll. 

LU Eſtranges Eſſop. 
eneca's Morals 
Allies Offices. 
Bona Guide to Eternity. b 

The Nature and Cauſes of Looſeneſſes by Dr. Cockburn, 
Boyers Letters French and __ 

Letters from'a Nobleman to his Siſter in 3 voll, 
Oldhams works, 

All the works of the Author of the Snake in the Graf. 
Drydens Plays in 2 voll. fol. or ſingle in 4to, 
Ladies. Viſiting Day. 

Fatal Marriage. 75 
Henry the ſecond = 


. 
1 45 
Bo 004 . * * 
Husband his own Cuckold. TSP 
Fairy Qucen. 3 1 — 


Female Wa: riour. 
Rinaldo and A mida 
With molt other Plays. 


